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The Present Of Caesar 
Chapter | 


„By Jupiter! Another slave more who has to be fed!" 


Larsius frowned, very annoyed, but then he maintained control about his composure, again, and gave both 
soldiers who had brought the prisoner to him, a pleased smile. 


„But it is exceedingly generous of our beloved Imperator Julius Caesar that he thought of bringing home a gift 


from his last and - as always successful - battle in Germania to me ... Really generously!" 


‘But that's a minor favor of Caesar to send over a nice gift for all those blowjobs | had to give to him .. 
Always whenever he wanted to be sucked off. Just to keep the fucker in a benevolent mood’, Larsius thought. 


But this wasn't a fact of common interest. 
Now, he eyed the prisoner, who knelt before him on the gleaming marble of the atrium of his villa, up and 
down, his green eyes taking in every small detail 


The prisoner gave not the slightest sign of having noted Larsius' presence. 
His blue eyes seemed unfocussed, staring motionless straight ahead. 


Larsius ran his fingers which were decorated with precious rings through his trendily cut and done hair. 


Kiruk, his personal body slave, made sure every morning that his master's hair was done perfectly as the 


newest fashion was dictating. 

The glare of Larsius' green eyes glided about the prisoner. 

Well, not so bad! 

A depraved subject - but not badly. 

The man was tall - Larsius had seen this before the both soldiers had demanded the prisoner roughly on his 
knees. 

His shoulders were wide and the muscles seemed to be hard, even if he looked starved, as if he hadn't enough 
to eat quite a while. 


But this was the usual procedure with prisoners who did not want to submit and caused trouble. 


The thick, blond mane of the man was ruffled, and the hair fell down his back, and in unrestrained waves over 
his shoulders up to the chest. 


Several golden-blond strands had been fallen over his face. 


Eyes of intensive blue sparkled under the wild golden strands. 
Larsius' pulse accelerated with this sight. 


By Jupiter! 


Caesar had well selected his present. 


What a handsome slave! 
A barbarian, but handsome! 


This hair, these eyes! 


Larsius breathed deeply and his tongue ran over his lips. 
The blood in his abdomen pulsated and began to get him hard. 


Hastily he gripped the fabric of his white Toga with those stripes of purple which were the emblem of a 
Senator of the Roman Empire, and threw the partly loose hanging cloth from his right side over his left 
shoulder. 

No need to let the soldiers have a look on the ... well, growing THINGS beneath the senator's white Toga. 

By Jupiter! 

Larsius cleared his throat and scrutinized the prisoner once more. 

His clothes just were rags on his body, but Larsius' trained eye perceived that the materials of the former 
clothes had been of excellent quality. 

He smiled, very pleased. 

Again, he had to admit that Caesar had selected pretty good. 


The prisoner seemed not to be an ordinary man. 


At the next moment the corners of Larsius' mouth sank as he thought of the multiple sexual favors Caesar 


would expect for such an attractive small present from his victorious Germania battle of him. 

And it wasn't easy to get Caesar satisfied! 

The prisoner who didn't know about this shot him one short look, full of hatred, as Larsius moved up a little 
closer to him, then he stared straight ahead, again. 

„How are you called?", asked Larsius. 

No answer. 

"Your name, slave!" 

Again, no answer. 


Larsius grabbed the blond mane of the man and tore his head in the nape. 


i've asked how you are called, slave!" 


The prisoner stared at him with icy, blue eyes without giving a sound of himself. 
He not even winked. 


His hands were tied up on his back with a heavy iron chain. 
Blood-crusted welts in his neck and an even more freshly wound in his lower lip told Larsius that the will of 


the prisoner wasn't easily to be broken. 
Once more he felt the blood pulsate in his lower abdomen, very hard and hot. 
For a moment he bit his lower lip, then he brutally ripped back the prisoner's head once more, gripping this 


wild blond mane, before he let go and turned round. 


"Kiruk! Kiruk has to come!" he ordered a very small build slave who was waiting in the background. 


"| want Kiruk to have a look at the slave." 


Kiruk already had to have been nearby, because he appeared in the blink of an eye after Larsius' request. 


Larsius had to suppress a pleased sigh when he saw his body slave. 


Kiruk approached the group with smooth, elegant movements. 
His golden-embroidered, white Toga fell down in elegant folds to the upper third of his thighs, and was held in 
his narrow waist by a golden-knitted belt. 


Long, slender and silky gleaming legs moved with a catlike grace. 


The laces of the golden sandals were wrapped elegantly around the narrow ankles - which still aroused Larsius' 


desire over and over again, just by looking at them. 

Kiruk's almost black hair fell in thick locks down his back and onto his chest. Larsius knew that this hair felt 
like the softest and noblest material he ever had felt before. 

And it smelt always wonderfully. 


Now, Kiruk had reached them and eyed the prisoner up and down without moving a muscle in his beautiful 


face. 
Larsius slightly rubbed his hands, gazing at Kiruk - nearly anxiously. 
"Well?" he asked. "What do you think?" 


Kiruk's dark eyes took in the good looks of the prisoner, his wild blond mane and his eyes of intensive blue. 
He slowly grabbed a strand of the golden hair to get a better view. 


The prisoner abruptly jerked his head to get his hair free. 


Without even blinking Kiruk backhanded him very hard across his face. 


Then he touched the prisoner's hair, again. 
The prisoner jerked, again, gritting his teeth. 


Kiruk slapped him once more, hard. 


Then, he looked at Larsius, smiling. 


"This will be fun, master", he said. 
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„Well, well, well .. Very well." 
Larsius thoughtfully eyed the prisoner who still was on his knees on the marble floor of Larsius' Roman villa 


The prisoner was good looking, right, but he had the domineering attitude of a possible member of a ruling 


house, and so, he could be of noble blood, too. 
This meant trouble. 
Larsius didn't like trouble. 


He always tried to be diplomatic, and to talk a lot to irritate his counterpart, he knew about the soothing 


effect of his charming smile and his beautiful green eyes. 
If there was a way to avoid trouble with a charming smile then Larsius always succeeded. 


But this prisoner -good looking or not - wasn't an usual sightseeing gift like a statue of marble or, maybe, one 


of those useless obelisks which Caesar liked to bring back home from his journeys or battle campaigns. 


Larsius already had two very ugly egyptian obelisks, given as gifts from Caesar to him, which always hurt his 


eyes whenever he had to look at them. 


Unfortunately, he had to look at them every day if he wanted to have a look at the beautiful garden of his 
villa in Rome, too, because it never would have been an option to hide a present of the Great Imperator in a 


dark corner. 


The fuckers had to stay in Larsius' garden. 


Be that as it may, Larsius had no other choice than to accept the prisoner as a slave in his household if he 
didn't want to piss off Caesar. 


And he didn't want to piss off the mighty Imperator! 

Now, he deeply sighed and looked at Kiruk who innocently smiled at him. 

The sight of Kiruk's dark eyes with those long black eyelashes accelerated Larsius' pulse. 

Kiruk had been a present of Caesar, too, and Larsius had fallen in love with him from the very first moment. 


Kiruk's last slap had re-opened the wound at the prisoner's lip, and dark red blood ran down and dripped down 


at the marble in front of the prisoner. 

"Well, now .. Get him off the atrium", Larsius said, gazing deeply disgusted at the blood on his precious floor, 
frowning. 

"He ruins the marble by bleeding on it" 


"As you wish, my master", Kiruk answered, and slightly bowed at Larsius. 


He nodded at the both soldiers. 


"Bring him up to his feet, and unchain him." 

The soldiers stared at Kiruk in disbelief. 

"You sure we should take off his chains?" one of them asked. "Lemme tell you that the guy is pretty wild .. He 
nearly killed some of our comrades by trying to escape .. And the fucker tried to escape every fucking five 


minutes, so .." 


"Yes, yes, yes! | got that", Kiruk answered in a slightly bored tone. 
"Put off his chains!" 


The soldiers looked at Larsius who just smiled, busying himself in polishing his fingernails on his toga 


Larsius shrugged. 


"Do as he has told you", he said in an uninterested tone. 


"A'wright, now! .. Come on, fucker! On your feet!" 

The soldiers brutally grabbed the prisoner's arms to get him up. 

And the man clearly needed the help, if welcomed or not. 

He was very tall and broad shouldered, and his legs were long and slim, his hips narrow. 


His muscles looked well trained and hard. 


But the starving and the punishment he had suffered had weakened him, so, he had to struggle to get up. 
Also, it was difficult to do so because of the tied hands and the chains around his foot ankles. 


The blond barbarian tried to lick the blood off his lower lip and slightly flinched because of the sudden pain, 


briefly narrowing his eyes. 


But then he arrogantly threw back his head, his golden mane flying. 


Larsius gave a short gasp. 


The heat in the lower part of his abdomen was back all of a sudden and, again, he had to make sure his toga 


covered his erection. 

Then, he lifted his head, again, and his green eyes met the blue eyes of the prisoners. 

Larsius saw the touch of a mocking smile on the bruised lips of the prisoner, very lightly. 

Then, their eye contact was broken by the rude activity of the soldiers as they tried to rip off the chains 
from the man's wrists and hands. 

This wasn't easy because the heavy iron chains were rusty and were wrapped very tightly around the 
prisoners forearms, wrists and hands. 


Finally, they were removed, also, the chains around the ankles of the man's feet. 


More blood dropped down at the marble because the rusty chains had left deep cuts. 
Without the chains there was the dried blood all over the blond-haired prisoner's hands to be seen. 


He stretched his fingers, flexed them, moved the wrists, also, his shoulders to loose the muscles. 
Then, he slowly brought his arms to the front of his body, looking down on his tortured hands. 


His long and wild golden hair hung down and covered his face. 


"Very good", Larsius said and smiled at the soldiers, getting all bussiness-like. 


"Please, tell our beloved Imperator Julius Caesar that | am deeply honoured by his generous present. | will 


personally thank the Imperator as soon as possible" 
What meant that he had to blow the fucker. 

If he would had been lucky. 

If not - than he had to bottom in the Imperator's bed 

This always used to be hard work because Caesar was a lousy and rude lover. 

In addition the Great Imperator suffered from chronic ejaculatio praecox, so, his partners - male or female - 


always just had the stress but no fun 


But this fact wasn't of common interest. 


Larsius gave a brief sign with his hand, and Kiruk handed over a small leather pouch, full of coins, to the 
soldiers. 

They smiled, seeming very happy to get rid of the barbarian troublemaking prisoner. 

"Dismissed", Larsius said with an arrogantly wave of his hand. "Thank you!" 

"A pleasure, senator!" one of the soldiers answered. 

Then, they saluted, loudly yelling: "Hail, Caesar!" 


Larsius slightly jerked and swallowed, but was in control of his composure in the blink of an eye. 


"Eh? .. Yes! Yes! .. Hail, Caesar!" he hastily answered, his tone without enthusiasm. 


When the soldiers had left the villa, Larsius deeply sighed. 


"Why me? What have | done?" 


"You've always pleased the Great Imperator so well", Kiruk said, his voice silkily. 
"Ah, fuck it!" Larsius murmured. 


At this moment the prisoner all of a sudden attacked Kiruk who stood between him and the front door of the 


villa, Trying to escape. 

Kiruk just blocked the momentum of the prisoner's movement by bringing his right leg between the man's and 
his shoulder to the prisoner's chest, stopping him dead, then gripping the arm of the stumbling man and easily 
throwing him over his back and hip. 


The blond haired barbarian hit the marble floor with full force, and laid on his back, dizzy, clearly not believing 
what had happened to him. 


Kiruk smiled and brushed off some dried blood of the prisoner on his tunica. 
Larsius grinned, eyeing the tall blond haired barbarian who slowly came up to his feet, again. 


"You better don't try that again’, he said in an amused Tone. 


"Kiruk could be very, very .. well, NOT AMUSED!" 
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Larsius had just finished his last words when the blond haired prisoner who was much taller than Larsius 


abruptly rushed at him. 

Larsius quickly stepped back, but the barbarian already had been stopped dead in mid-air by the lash of a whip 
which got twisted around his neck all of a sudden, while at the very same moment the sharp crack of the 
whip was to be heard. 


The thin leather of the whip's tail strangled the prisoner, letting him gasping for air. 


He instinctively gripped the lash and tried to unwind it, but the man who had cracked the whip sharply ripped 
back his arm, so, the whip's lash deeply got cut into the flesh of the barbarian's neck and the skin there. 


The prisoner gave another croaking gasp, his lips slowly getting blue because of the suffocation 
He desperately struggled for air. 


Then, he fell down on his knees, his eyelids fluttering, his fingers slipping from his neck, and then his limp body 
falling onto his left side. 


He no longer was able to move a muscle but didn't pass out completely because the whip's lash got loose at 


the very same moment he had been fallen to the floor. 


The prisoner breathed hard, still lying on his left side. 


His long golden hair had been fallen all over his face and was spread on the marble around his head. 


As the whip's lash got loose there were the thin cuts in the skin of the neck to be seen. Blood was running 


down from them, again dripping at the marble. 
"Well done, Jasonn’, Larsius said in a quiet tone. 
"A perfect whiplash - as always." 


"Thank you, master." 


The security chief of Larsius' household - and his personal bodyguard - allowed himself just a small raising of 
the right corner of his mouth. 


Then, he bent, standing with his legs apart over the prisoner, gripping firmly a handful of the beautiful golden 
mane of the man he had brought down to lift his head, and got the whip's lash from his neck 


He didn't let fall back the injured man's head to the ground by abruptly letting go of his hair. 
Instead of this he carefully lowered him until he lay at the marble, again. 


Then, he softly brushed back the strands of hair which covered the prisoner's face to have a look at him. 
His thumb wiped off a single tear at the prisoner's already bruised cheek, also, very softly 

Now, the prisoner opened his eyes a little bit and looked up at Jason from the corners of his eyes. 

His blue eyes met the blue eyes of Jasonn 

"What's your name?" Jason softly asked, his fingers still touching the man's temple and cheek 

The prisoner hesitated but then he slightly opened his swoollen and bloody lips. 

He held Jasonn's gaze all the time. 


Larsius and Kiruk just stood there, not interfering. 


They briefly looked at each other. 
Jasonn waited. 


The prisoner tried to move his lips, wanting to speak, but wasn't able to do so. 


He swallowed hard and then coughed, clearly in pain 


Then, he ran the tip of his tongue over his dry lips, slightly wincing because of the pain, still looking at Jason 


out of the corners of his deep blue eyes. 


"Jamyz", he whispered, barely audible. "I am Jamyz" 


Jasonn gave him a smile and lightly stroked Jamyz' cheek with the back of his fingers while Jamyz still looked 
at him. 


"Thank you", he softly said. 
He laid his hand on Jamyz' shoulder. 


"Now, let us get you off the atrium", he said, while pulling back his hand from Jamyz' shoulder to straighten 
his body. 


"Punish him!" 

This was Larsius' voice, his tone very coldly and sharply. 

Jason hesitated just a very short moment then he straightened his body and gazed at the senator. 
Larsius' green eyes were slightly narrowed, his face an icy mask. 

"Senator?" Jasonn asked, frowning. 

‘I've said: Punish him!" Larsius coldly repeated. "He tried to kill me." 


Jasonn looked at him without moving. 


He still stood with his legs apart over Jamyz'. 

Larsius' lips now were pressed to a thin line. 

‘Seantor, he can't stand any kind of punishment now", Jasonn quietly said. "He's too weak." 
Larsius gave a sneer. 


"You think so? .. Well, | don't agree. He had enough power to attack me ... After he had attacked Kiruk." 


He lifted his right arm and pointed at Jamyz who laid on the floor like a broken puppet. 


"Punish him! .. He has to know his place. So, give him ... well, twenty, I'd say.’ 


With this words Larsius turned around on his heels and left the atrium without looking back, his senator's toga 
flowing behind him. 


Jasonn stared at Kiruk who just shrugged. 
"You've heard him", Kiruk said in a flat and quiet tone. 


"Come onl" Jasonn sharply gave back. "You know that the man won't stand it to get whipped! .. Look at hiv! ... 
He's half dead" 


Kiruk raised one brow and sighed. 


Then, he came near, gazing down at Jamyz who laid motionless, eyes shut. 
"| know", he said. 
"Soe" 


Kiruk shrugged. 
Then, he got to his knees and touched Jamyz' sweaty forehead. 


"He's feverish, too’, he said, stroking back the ruffled blond hair. 


Jamyz slightly opened his eyes to look at him. 
Jasonn and Kiruk knew he couldn't get off the floor without help, now. 


Kiruk looked up at Jasonn. 
"You have to do what you are ordered to do, Jasonn’, he quietly said. "You know that." 


There was silence. 


Both man first looked at Jamyz who hadn't moved then at another. 
"| don't like this", Jasonn finally said. 
Kiruk slightly nodded. 


"I know. But he gave you the order and he won't take it back, and if YOU won't do it then HE will punish Jamyz 


personally .. And you know what that means!" 
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You should have known: 
You are his slave 
And he's your master 


He brought you down 


You fell apart 

A broken puppet 
Hitting the ground 
Spilling your blood 


It's all around - 
To let you know 
You are the slave 


And he's the master 


„Lay him down now .. CAREFULLY, you assholes!" 


Kiruk hissed at the three slaves which had carried Jamyz' limp body off the atrium to the special section of 


the cellar of Larsius' suburban villa with the prison cells and some dungeons. 


The dungeons mostly didn't have any inhabitants which needed to be chained up or tortured. 


But mostly it there was no need to torture a slave - or one of these people Larsius' of whom wanted to get 


some secret information 


Usually, some time of starving while being isolated from other human beings broke the will of most of the 


imprisoned guys. 


Not to mention the help of all the rats from the sewers all around 


They liked to visit those inhabitants of the dungeons or prison cells, all day, all right. 


At the very moment there was just one prisoner in one of the cells - a slave who repeatedly hadn't done his 


work as properly as he had been ordered, and as quick as he had been ordered. 
And he was in prison because KIRUK finally had lost his patience - not Larsius. 


Kiruk was superior of all slaves of Larsius' household, and so, every other slave had to follow his orders 


without question, doing his very best to fulfil Kiruk's demands. 


To manage the senator's households at his suburban villa and his domus urbanum, a large and luxury house 
near the forum romanum - and the palace of the Great Imperator and Pontifex Maximus, Gaius Julius Caesar, 
by the way - wasn't easy, also, to organize the frequent travels of Larsius with his household's personnel and 
security to one of his country estates. 


Especially during the mostly very hot summer weeks it wasn't possible to stay in Rome, not even in suburbia, 


because of the heat-induced increase of the sewer's reek and the risk of death by getting the marsh fever. 


"Be carefull CAREFUL!.. Now, get him down on the bench .. No, no, NOT on his back .. On his stomach! SLOWLY! 
Now, off you gol.. Go, go, go! .. IMMIDIATELY!" 


Kiruk gave a groan of desperation while the slaves hastily backed off. 
Then, he bent down, stroking the strands of Jamyz' blond hair off his face. 


Jamyz' had turned his head to the left side, as the slaves were done lowering him carefully onto his stomach. 


Now, he slowly opened his eyes, trying hard to keep them open 
His eyelids fluttered. 


"Yes, that's good. Try to stay awake", Kiruk quietly said, while he brushed Jamyz' hair from his neck to have a 


look at the wounds from former tortures. 


Firstly, | want you to drink a little bit .. You are totally excicated." 


Kiruk poured some wine - not much - into a silvery cup. 
Then, he filled the cup up with fresh cool water. 


He pulled a small wooden stool to him, and sat down, gazing at Jamyz' face. 
"Let's try", he softly said. 
He supported Jamyz as the blond haired man tried to close his fingers around the cup and to get him to his 


lips.. 


But he failed, 
His hand was shaking so hard that he spilled most of the water. 


Kiruk quickly took the cup from Jamyz' fingers and refilled it. 
He carefully laid his arm around Jamyz shoulders, and then, he helped him to lift his head a little bit to bring 


the silver cup to his lips. 


Tilting the cup carefully he helped Jamyz to drink. 
And Jamyz' greedily and hastily drank, very thirsty, breathing fast, repeatedly looking at Kiruk. 


Kiruk refilled the cup two times and let Jamyz' drain them. 
After that he put away the cup. 


"Is enough now ... | don't want you to puke. Now, let me get those disgusting rugs off your body." 
He got off the stool and shoved it to the side. 

Then, he firmly gripped the rags of Jamyz' remained clothes and wordlessly began to cut them off. 
Just the clothes at the upper part of Jamyz' body. 

He didn't touch the remnants of Jamyz' former pants. 


Jamyz' gave a muffled hiss as Kiruk carefully tried to pull away the rotten rags. 


"Oh, fuck", Kiruk murmured, staring at Jamyz' back. "This is awful!" 


It was easy to be seen that Jamyz had been tortured and whipped numerous times. 

All over his back were bruises and cuts of whiplashes, also, over his shoulders and arms, some of them 
freshly and cleanly, a lots of them crusted from blood or partly gaping. 

The gaping wounds suppurated, too. 

"Oh, no, no, nol .. This is AWFUL! .. Jamyz? .. Jamyz - what have you done to got tortured like this?" 


Jamyz just gave a moan, closing his eyes. 


Kiruk deeply sighed then took one of the clean white linen towels from the pile on the table aside the bench. 


The bench was covered with a linen sheet, too. 


He wet the towel with the fresh and warm water inside the copper bowl what had been brought to him by 


another slave. 

"This might hurt now, Jamyz", he said in a quiet tone. "I want to clean up your wounds a little bit" 
Jamyz gave a nod. 

"You ready?" Kiruk softly asked, waiting for Jamyz' reaction 

Another nod. 

"Good." 


Kiruk bit his lower lip and then started to wash Jamyz' back and to clean up the gaping wounds as good as 
possible. 


Jamyz' squeezed his eyes shut, breathing heavily and painfully. 


His fingers were cramped into the sheet beneath him. 


He tried hard not to cry out in his agony but couldn't suppress his moans of pain, and also, he couldn't hold 


back the tears which ran down his face. 

Kiruk heard Jamyz' muffled sobs and paused to give him some time to regain some strength. 

He already had thrown away four dirty linen towel, soaked with blood and pus, and the third bowl of fresh 
water had been brought. 


When he saw that Jamyz' breath came slower, again, he got on with his work 


It was a little bit easier now because most of the crusted blood was gone, and the dirt, too. 


Kiruk had also cleaned up Jamyz' arms and hands, and he had noticed that the third and the fourth finger of 
Jamyz' hand had been broken. 


He turned his head as he heard someone approaching them. 

It was Jasonn. 

His face showed no emotion, as usual. 

He was always in control of his composure. 

But now he sharply breathed in, staring down at Jamyz' back in disbelief. 

Kiruk looked at him, his dark eyes wide open. 

He didn't say a word. 

"No! .. No way that | whip him." 

Jasonn shook his head. 

"No! ... | can't do it .. He just tried to flee, that's all. Everybody would have tried that.. | can't beat him up 


because he tried to escape." 


"Jasonn - you have to!" Kiruk softly said, his eyes still looking at Jason. "The senator has given you the order 
to whip him." 


"He has to take back the order", Jasonn answered. "Let him have a look at Jamyz" 
"You know he won't do that." 


"Oh, COME ON! .. Fuck it! I'm not interested in such orders!" 


Jasonn held up his hands and shook his head. 
‘I'm his bodyguard, but I'm not supposed to be the torturer! .. Do you think that .." 


"Do itl" 


It had been barely a whisper, very hoarsely. 


Jason and Kiruk stared at Jamyz who helplessly laid in front of them. 
The tears on his bloody and dirty face couldn't be overlooked. 


"Jamyz, you ...", Jasonn started to say, but he was cut off by Jamyz who now slightly had opened his eyes. 
"Do itl. Do it NOW!" he whispered. "I ... | can stand it" 

Jasonn gave a groan. 

"Don't tell shit like this", he said in a soft tone. "You know NOTHING about my whipping abilities!" 


Jamyz swallowed hard. 


Then, he nodded, closing his eyes again 


"You will do well", he whispered. 


The Present Of Caesar - Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 5 of \"The Present Of Caesar\". 


| hope you\'ll be not too shocked! 


The Present Of Caesar 


Chapter 5 


In the dungeon, the cuff of the massive chain around Jamyz' right wrist clicked shut, and Jasonn straightened 
the heavy iron chain. 


Jamyz' left wrist already had been tied up. 


The massive chains had to keep a prisoner in place - tortured or not. 
Jasonn had turned Jamyz around and with his face to the wall, and Jamyz laid the right side of his head 


against the cold and damp stones, closing his eyes while Jasonn chained him up. 


Kiruk had given him some more cups of wine, so, he felt dizzy. 
Also, the pain of the wounds on his back was a little less throbbing, because Kiruk had done something with 
some tinctures and herbal essences, but it didn't come clear to Jamyz what Kiruk EXACTLY had done. 


He just had felt the soft touches of Kiruk's fingers on his skin, a slight burning, and then some of the gaping 


wounds got numb. 


Now, Jasom still stood behind him to get him ready. 
Jamyz felt his warm breath on his skin. 


"IIl tie up your feet, too", Jasonn told him in a very low tone, his lips very close to Jamyz' left ear, touching 
his still ruffled golden mane. 
"This will hold you in place and helps to stabilize you, okay?" 


Jamyz gave a nod. 


Jasonn briefly touched his shoulder, then he got down on his knees to put the ankles of Jamyz' feet in chains, 
Too. 


Jamyz had to spread his legs to let Jasonn do this. 


Jason knew pretty well how to do his work to make sure that the prisoner he had to whip got the support he 
- the man with the whip's handle in his fist - was able to give, without causing any suspicions he wouldn't do 


his work proberly. 
Larsius had been very well experienced in the art of whipping, too. 
Mostly he just needed and used the whip to speed up the horses of his chariots. 


He was a hell of a driver, always speeding at the limit, and always in search for racing horses - the more, the 


better. 


Now, Jason had finished his work with those chains. 
He slowly stood up, again. 


He knew that Larsius already was waiting in a small, secret chamber behind the opposite wall for the show to 
begin. 

There was a very small, but wide enough slit in that wall, so, Larsius could overlook the most parts of the 
dungeon. 


And he always had a perfect view at the prisoner who got whipped. 


Sometimes, he wanted Kiruk to get into the chamber, too. 


He used to get aroused by watching a prisoner being whipped or beaten up. 


Kiruk usually never saw the whipping act with his own eyes, because he always was on his knees in front of 
his master, deep-throating him, letting Larsius fuck his mouth. 


Larsius really, really liked this, and he used to get orgasms of deep intensity, perfectly satisfying his lust. 


Jasonn stood with his back to the small gap at the secret chamber's wall, still behind Jamyz. 
Usually, he wore his long, chestnut-coloured hair made to a thick braid in the nape of his neck, hiding it 
underneath his cuirass. 


But he had loosened up his hair, now, letting it flow down his back, over his shoulders, and down to his chest. 


So, his face got shielded by his long hair against the curious stares of the senator. 
Otherwise, Larsius would have seen every small movement of Jasonn’s lips. 


Jason straightened his body while the fingertips of his left hand, not visible to Larsius, slightly stroked Jamyz’ 
naked hipbone. 


"Please, Jamyz, cry,", he whispered. "Cry!" 


Jamyz' gave a very quiet moan to let Jasonn know he had heard him. 


For a moment, he looked at Jasonn from the corners of his slightly opened eyes before he shut them, again 


Jasonn had to bite his lower lip. 
Then, his fingers left Jamyz' skin 


"I'm sorry", he whispered. "I'm so sorry." 
Yy P Yy 


He turned around and threw back his hair. 


His face showed no emotion at all. 


He held out his right hand to get his favorite whip from his assistant who had made sure that the handle and 
the lash of the whip was in perfect shope. 


Then, he turned around, again, the whip ready to get cracked. 


Out of the corners of his eyes he cought a glimpse of Kiruk who stood in the background, giving no sound of 
himself. 
The gaze of his dark eyes met Jasonr's. 


Kiruk's eyes seemed to glow. 


Jasonn looked away and lowered his head for a moment to concentrate and to calm down his breath, and then 


he started the whipping he had been ordered to do. 


Jamyz' head fell back to the nape of his neck, and he cramped his fingers around the heavy chains. 
He just whimpered as the whip's lash came down on his back in a steady rhythm, one, two, three, four, five, 


six times. 


His body convulsed when the lash hit him. 
Kiruk had done well, but there was no way to cut off the shock and agonizing pain of the whiplashes. 


Jasonn aimed very precisely. 
He didn't want to worsen the already gaping wounds, and tried to prevent Jamyz' skin from getting ripped open 


unnecessari ly. 


But it wasn't possible - even for Jasonn - to make sure that Jameyz' tortured skin didn't get ripped open, so, 
after a while blood got running down his back and his shoulders. 


Jamyz' panted in frenzy, and he groaned. 
Finally, he couldn't hold back his cries, his voice hoarse, while he instinctively tried to free his wrists, pulling 


hard at the chains. 


Without the slightest success, of course. 


Soon, it got pretty clear that Jamyz had been too weak to be able to stand the torture. 
His knees gave way, but he couldn't fall down because Jasonn had him secured with these exactly positioned 


chains. 


He cried out loud, his muscles convulsed, then, his cry broke off all of a sudden 


His head fell back to the wall then rolled to the left side, and his body got limp. 


He didn't move any longer. 


Jasonn quickly noticed that Jamyz had lost consciousness, and paused. 

Now, he was breathing hard himself, and sweat ran down his back and over his face. 
He cought the whip's lash and held it with the handle in his right hand. 

With his left forearm he wiped away the sweat on his face. 


From the corners of his eyes he saw that Kiruk's body was higly tensed up, his fingers flexed like claws, as if 


he wanted to kill on the spot. 


And Jason was pretty sure that Kiruk would have been able to kill - as precisely and quickly as Jasonn would 


have done, if necessary. 


Now, he lightly shook his head to signal Kiruk he shouldn't move. 
Kiruk's dark eyes glowed, fiercely. 


Jasonn turned his head to look at his assistant. 


"Wake him up!" he ordered. 


He turned around to stare at the opposite wall without moving a muscle in his face while his assistant 


forcefully spattered Jamyz' face with cold water, again and again. 


Finally, Jamyz' started to groan and to whimper and shook his head, still very dazed, to get the water off his 
face and those strands of his blond hair which had been fallen over his face. 


Again, he groaned, because he felt the rise of the cruel pain 


But he tried to straighten his body to reduce the pain in his wrists. 


He whimpered and tried to grab the chains, not noticing his broken fingers. 


Jason waited until Jamyz' breath slowed down a little. 
He already had given him eleven whiplashes. 
Nine to go. 


He turned around and lifted his arm. 


The whip's lash got loose off his fingers. 


Then, Jasonn cracked the whip, and the whiplash caused another open wound on Jamyz' back. 


Blood ran down. 


Jamyz cried out loud and his body massively convulsed. 
Then, he lost consciousness, again. 
This time, his head fell back to the nape of his neck, and his long and now wet and blood-soaked hair hung down 


his back. 


The heavy wooden door of the dungeon burst open all of a sudden and banged against the wall. 


Larsius rushed into the dungeon like a wild demon. 
"STOP IT" 


His green eyes had darkened in his fury. 


Jasonn gazed at him, not moving. 
"Are you mad, FUCKER?" Larsius yelled at him. "You wanna kill him, or what? .. ARE YOU MAD?" 


Jasomn just stared at him but didn't say a word. 
His lips were closed, his blue eyes slightly narrowed. 


"Caesar gave him to me as a present", Larsius shouted, fists balled. "What should | tell him when he would ask 
me why the slave has gone dead, after he'd been in my household for just two hours?" 


He hissed at Jasonn. 


Then, he ran over to Jamyz who still was unconscious. 


Larsius stared at the bloody and inflamed wounds on his back, at all those bruises, and then he whirled around 
to stare daggers at Jasonn. 


But Jasonn noticed the deep shock in Larsius' facial expression, too. 


Larsius gritted his teeth and rubbed his face with his left hand. 
His body shook. 
He lifted his head and looked at Jasonn. 


"Get those chains off him - IMMIDIATELY .. And make sure he will be looked after by Kiruk", he said, his tone 
Tiredly. 


And sadly. 


He turned to the door, and gave Kiruk a sharp look. 
"You will do your best!" 


Then, he left the dungeon in a hurry. 


Kiruk's breath came fast. 
He turned to look at Jasonn. 
He knew him well enough to note the cold rage in Jasonn's eyes. 


Jasonn narrowed his eyes, highly tensed. 


Then, all of a sudden, he brought up his right thigh and forcefully broke the whip's massive wooden handle into 


halves. 
He threw them to the ground and gave a hiss. 


"Help me to get him out of the dungeon’, he hoarsely said. 


He stood behind Jamyz' limp body, securing Jamyz' head on his own shoulder, and held the body tight. 


His assistant and Kiruk got the chains off Jamyz' feet, and then his hands. 


Jasonn quickly got him, and with Kiruk's help he lifted the unconscious man onto his arms. 

Jasonn's muscles were well trained and hard, so, he could do this effortlessly. 

Also, Jamyz must had lost very much of his weight because he was much too light for such a tall and broad 
shouldered man. 

Jasonn felt the sharp edges of the ribs and the other bones, just covered up by a thin layer of fragile skin. 
He looked down at Jamyz who hadn't moved, his eyes shut, but his lips open. 


"I'm so sorry", he whispered. 
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Chapter 6 


„How is he?" 
It was just a whisper, very anxiously. 


Jasonn stood at the door and looked at Kiruk who was busy to prepare and to lay out his tools for medical 


care on the table beside the bed of the small chamber. 


The chamber was dimly lit up by some oil lamps. 
There was a small window, but outside the night was black and cold. 


No moon, no stars. 

Kiruk turned his head to look at Jasonn. 

His eyes were sad and tired, 

He hadn't slept much since days, because he was trying hard to keep his patient somewhat stabilized ... and 
alive. 


"The same", he said in a quiet tone. "No change at all. 


Jasonn bit his lower lip but then slowly came near and looked down at Jamyz who laid on the bed, on his 


stomach, his head turned to the left side. 
Jamyz' eyes were shut, and he laid motionless. 


His long blond mane had been loosely tied up to a thick ponytail in the nape of his neck, but some long strands 
had slipped off it and partly got fallen over Jamyz' face. 


His left arm was covered in bandages and seemed to be pretty swollen, and the hand with the broken fingers 


was put in a splint. 
Jasonn remembered how Kiruk had set right the dislocated bones while Jamyz' still had been unconscious. 


It had sounded as if they would get broken, again. 
But Jasonn knew there hadn't been another way. 


It was so hard for him that he had to escort Larsius to his domus romanum for four days and couldn't stay 


at the villa to lend a hand to Kiruk .. And to make sure that Jamyz got everything he would have needed. 


But Jasonn was the senator's bodyguard, and so he had to protect the senator if this had to be in Rome for 
business or high society parties, or just to obey Caesar's orders. 


Larsius didn't like to stay at his domus romanum. 


To be precise, he hated it. 
The domus' location was much too close to Caesar's palace. 


And there also was Larsius' wife, Lidia, a beautiful blonde, who wanted to live in Rome to have fun, and where 


all her girlfriends lived, too. 
And her male lovers, by the way. 


Jasonn didn't try to remember the names of the guys because Lidia always had another lover whenever he 
got to Rome with Larsius. 


Larsius didn't care. 
He wasn't interested in Lidia's activities if she wouldn't spend his money like water. 
And if she didn't want to be seen with him at her side on certain events to let everybody know about her 


rank as a senator's wife. 
The both children stayed with their mother. 


The daughter, Aurelia, a beautiful young girl of sixteen years, with blond hair and green eyes, was supposed to 
marry the son of another very rich and noble senator soon. 


The boy, Marius, was a very nice five-year old with dark, curly hair and big dark eyes with long black 
eyelashes. 


Exactly looking like his father! 


Larsius hadn't been in a very good mood as they came back to his suburban villa 


Jasonn suspected that Larsius had to sexually comfort the Great Imperator, as usual. 


Caesar always was so fond of Larsius' green eyes! 


Back at the villa Larsius retired to his personal rooms soon after they had entered the house, and Jason 


heard him barking at two slaves to bring hot water for his bath. 


Then, Jasonn was on his way to Kiruk's suite where Jamyz still laid in bed in the chamber on the one side of 


Kiruk's bedroom. 


Looking down at Jamyz, Jasonn at first wasn't sure if Jamyz still was breathing at all. 


But then, he noticed the slight and steady movement of Jamyz' thorax. 

"Is he sleeping?" he asked, anxiously looking at Kiruk, again. 

"| think so", Kiruk answered and shrugged. “But l'm not sure." 

Jasonn hesitated and frowned, and then he got to his knees beside the bed. 

He looked at Jamyz' pale face, took in the dark shadows around his eyelids and the slightly opened lips. 

The swelling of the lips indeed was much better than before, also the wound at the lower lip, and the clear 


lines of his beautiful shaped mouth could be seen now. 


Jason softly brushed back the strands of Jamyz' golden hair from his face to the nape of his neck. 
His touched Jamyz' hollow cheek with his fingertips, stroking it. 


Jamyz' eyelids twitched, and his breath came a little faster. 


"Come onl" Jasonn whispered. 


"Let me see your eyes!" 
He still caressed Jamyz' cheek and temple with the back of his fingers very carefully and slowly. 
Jamyz still breathed faster but gave no other sign that he had heard Jasonn. 


Jasonn swallowed hard and bit his lower lip. 


He lowered his head, so his long, thick and chestnut-coloured hair hung down like a curtain and covered his 


face. 

He softly ran his fingers through Jamyz' blond mane. 
Then, he touched Jamyz' cheek with his lips. 

The pale skin felt cold beneath his warm lips. 


"Don't do this to me, Jamyz", he whispered, feeling a deep sadness growing inside him. 


"Don't go away! ... Please!" 
He closed his eyes, the eyelashes wet from tears. 


Then, he kissed Jamyz' cheek, and bent his head a little bit more to touch Jamyz' lips with his, kissing them all 
so softly, while he still stroked the golden hair. 


All of a sudden Jamyz' lips parted, and Jasonn felt them lightly touching his. 
The touch was very weak but then Jamyz tried again. 
And again. 


Now, Jason couldn't hold back his quiet sobs any longer. 
Kiruk's hand was on his shoulder to support him, but Kiruk didn't say anything. 


Jason softly and carefully kissed Jamyz' lips, again 


Jamyz gave a quiet moan and opened his lips to get them closer to Jasonn's. 


His eyelids twitched, again 
And then he opened up his eyes, just a small slit - but he did it. 


‘Oh, Jamyz! .. Come onl" Jasonn whispered with his lips still touching Jamyz’. 


| wanna see your eyes! .. | want it so bad! Please! .. Please, open them up." 


It seemed to be an eternity to him until Jamyz' was able to get some control about his fluttering eyelids and, 
finally, managed to open up his eyes more and more. 


They were unfocussed at first but then blue eyes met another pair of blue eyes. 


Jamyz looked at Jasonn. 


He saw the tears run down Jasonn's cheeks, and the dark shadows around his eyes. 
And he saw the fear and the desperation in the blue eyes of the man who had tortured him. 


He gave a quiet moan and ran the tip of his tongue over his lips. 


"You .. you okay?" he asked, his voice just a hoarse whisper. 
Jason had to bite his lips to make sure he completely didn't lose control, and to keep himself from wheeping. 


Then, he gave Jamyz a smile and laid his forehead against Jamyz’. 


Again, he ran his fingers softly through Jamyz' hair. 


"Yes", he whispered, smiling again "Yes, l'm okay . NOW. 
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Jasonn felt the soft touch of Kiruk's hand on the back of his head. 
He still knelt beside Jamyz' bed, his forehead laid to Jamyz' while he had closed his eyes. 


Jamyz slightly rubbed his forehead against his and gave some very quiet, cosy sighs. 


"Thought .. thought you were gone ..\Would .. never come back ..", he whispered. 


"So .. sad .. was so sad .." 


Jasonn felt tears coming up, again. 


He tried hard to hold them back but had to swallow repeatedly before he was able to speak. 


"I. | had to do my job as the senator's bodyguard", he whispered. "He had to get to Rome for business .. And | 
had to escort him." 


He paused, hesitating, while his breath came faster. 

Then, he whispered in a very low tone: "It wasn't easy to keep my fingers away from the asshole and to not 
break his neck .. He forced me to whip you, and | barely stood thinking about having done this to you all the 
time while the senator and | had to be in Rome." 

He felt Jamyz' smile more than saw it and heard his sigh. 


"Good, you didn't break the guy's neck .. I'm .. l'm so relieved that you are .. you are ... back ... and .." 


He paused to catch his breath. 
"You've done .. what you had to .. Wasn't your fault .." 


Jamyz' voice got too hoarse, now, and he coughed. 


"Now, that's enough talking for first’, Kiruk softly said. 
"Come on, Jasonn, | need your help to take care of Jamyz' wounds .. He has to drink and to eat, too .. At first, 


let's start with dinner, okay?" 


Jasonn carefully held Jamyz in an upright and sitting position, and supported him, his arm around Jamyz' 
shoulders. 
He tried to do so without getting too much pressure to Jamyz' back with all those whipping wounds. 


But Jamyz was much too weak to sit up without help. 


Jasonn felt his tremble, also that Jamyz hat got very thin. 
Just all bones and skin. 


A mere skeleton, helpless and weak. 


Jasonn looked up at Kiruk, wide-eyed and horrified, but he didn't has to say a word or to ask because Kiruk 
just had to take in the shock in Jason's eyes and facial expression to know what Jasonn was thinking about. 


"Yes, | know", he softly said and sighed. 
"He's starved. | did my best to feed him .. But mostly he didn't want to be fed .. Didn't want to drink, too .. | 
had to force some water into him - but it had been difficult .. Very difficult." 


He sat down down on the edge of the bed, a plate with small pieces of fresh fruits and bread on it in one hand, 


and a golden cup of water mixed up with some wine and honey in his other hand. 


He looked at Jamyz and then smiled. 
A sparkle of hope had shown up in his dark eyes 


"But | think he won't reject to be fed any longer, now .. That's right, Jamyz? .. Jasonn is back, and everything 


will be okay now .. Well, let's try again to get some food into your stomach, will you?" 


He held the cup to Jamyz' already opened lips, and carefully poured some water into Jamyz' mouth, while 


Jamyz' blue eyes held contact to Kiruk's dark eyes all the time. 


Jamyz had been very thirsty because of his exsiccation, and he drank very hastily, so he finally started to 
choke and had to cough. 


"Slow down, my friend", Kiruk said, and smiled. "Slow down! .. | dont want you to throw up." 


He put down the cup on the table beside the bed then he softly dried up Jamyz' lips and chin with a linen 
napkin. 


Jamyz had his head laid back to Jasonn' shoulder and neck, and he breathed hard and fast. 


Jasomn felt the shaking of the thin body, and gave a moan 
A shudder went through his body, too. 
He wanted to cry out loud. 


What had he done? 


He bit his lips but had to wipe a tear off his left cheek. 
Kiruk looked at him, pitifully, but didn't say a word. 


He quietly waited until Jamyz' didn't cough any longer and his breath had calmed down, 
Then he picked a small piece of bread off the plate, dipped it into a bowl of soup what he now had in his left 
hand, and offered it to Jamyz, touching his lips with the small piece of food. 


Jamyz opened his lips, and Kiruk fed him the piece of bread. 
Because the bread had got soft by the soup Jamyz didn't need to chew a lot. 


But at first he kept the bite in his mouth for some seconds before he managed to swallow. 


He hadn't got enough food for too long time, and his throat and his tongue had to activate their reflexes to 
swallow bites of food. 


Kiruk alternated between feeding him pieces of soup-soaked bread and letting him drink from the water with 


the honey and the small amount of wine. 
"Very good", he softly and calmly said, smiling at Jamyz. "Do you like it?" 


Jamyz gave a light nod then swallowed another mouthful of water. 


Jasonn still held him, and slightly turned his head to touch the golden hair with his lips. 
It felt so good. 
He was confused. 


He never had been attracted to another person - male or female - in such a way before. 


He always tried to be in control of his emotions - and not to be controlled by his emotions. 


Kiruk looked at him and smiled but said nothing. 
He had fed another piece of bread to Jamyz, and then he took a slice of an apricot and offered it to Jason 


Jasonn smiled, too, and let himself be fed, one piece of fruit after the other. 


He couldn't remember of having tasted such a delicious meal in a very long time. 
He gave a quiet sigh of pleasure. 


Jamyz heard it and tried hard to look at Jasonn's face. 
But he was too weak to move his trembling body without help. 


Jasonn tightly wrapped his arms around Jamyz and held him close. 
Carefully, he laid himself down on his back, Jamyz in his right arm with his head still on Jasonn's shoulder. 
Jasonn made sure that Jamyz' left arm with the broken fingers couldn't got hurt. 


Then, he turned his head and looked into Jamyz’ blue eyes. 


Jamyz gave a small gasp as they looked at each other. 
His eyes widened. 


All of a sudden, he lifted his right arm and his thin fingers touched Jasonn's face. 


Jasonn closed his eyes as Jamyz' shaking fingers explored his eyelids, his nose, his cheeks and, finally, his lips. 
He opened his lips to let Jamyz' fingers slip inside, carefully touching them with the tip of his tongue. 


He wanted Jamyz to go on, and to replace his fingers by his lips to caress Jasonn's. 


But Jamyz' was too weak and his strengths faded away. 


He gave a quiet moan of frustration and his hand limply fell onto Jasonn's chest. 


Jasonn smiled while he stroked Jamyz' arm and hand to soothe him. 


"Where do you come from, Jamyz?" he softly asked. "You are no barbarian - whatever that means ... So, 


where do you come from?" 


After a moment of silence Jamyz' breathed in deeply. 


"I belong to a ruling Cheruskian house", he said, still very hoarsely. "We .. we hadn't been involved in the battles 
of the southern Germanian folks against the Romans, but .." 


He had to pause, again. 


"But | had been on a visit at another ruling house in the south .. They are part of the Roman Empire, now .."; 
he went on "I ... | got there to take part in a musicians challenge .. And .. and to have a look at one of the 
king's daughters, a maid of fourteen years, because my older brother had heard of her beauty .. And he 
wanted her to marry him, if those rumours hadn't been a lie .. his first wife died after she had given birth to 
a boy who died just three days after her, too." 


"| see", Kiruk said with a nod. "You are a musician?" 
"Yes", Jamyz' hoarsely answered. "But I'm a warrior, too." 
"And your brother is king of your clan?" 


"Yes." Jamyz dropped his eyelids and whispered: "I failed ...| failed badly .. My men and | were escorting the 
very beautiful princess, who had accepted the marriage proposal of my brother, to the north .. When we had 
to cross a pretty wild forest, the princess got nervous .. She was in fear of the demons of the forest, and 


also of marauders .." 


He couldn't go on because his voice got too hoarse and he had to cough. 
Jason got him to his right side, so Jamyz could breathe a little easier. 


He held Jamyz’ head while Kiruk gave him some water. 


After a while Jamyz felt better. 


His breath calmed down, again 


"The ... the princess got pretty hysterical, | very much regret to say that .. | should have knocked her out to 
make sure the bitch couldn't cry any longer - but, unfortunately, | didn't want to do so, because this could 
had compromised her beauty." 


He shook his head. 

"So, it must have been easy for those Romans to attack while we tried to calm down this bitch of princess .. 
It had been the middle of the night, too. A pretty cold night, and as black as a fucking northern ice demon's 
hell. We had no fire burning to hide our presence. But the bitch cried and didn't want to stop ... So, the Romans 
killed my men ... All eight of them, | think, or deadly wounded them, so they must have died soon after the 
fight because they got left behind without help ... | tried to protect the princess, and so the fuckers got my 
ass, and the ass of the bitch, too." 


He gave a sneer. "I should have knocked her out cold." 


He was exhausted after having told the story of his capture, and closed his eyes, giving a quiet moan 


"That's enough of talking, now", Kiruk decided. "You have to rest. Try to sleep a little bit, will you? ... Ill look 


after your wounds after your rest" 
"Mmmhhh." 


Jamyz quietly moaned, still lying on his right side, his head resting on Jason's arm. 
Jasonn hadn't moved a lot, too, but slowly had stroked Jamyz' long blond mane with his left hand. 


Now, he felt the thin, tall body in his arm got limp, again 


Jamyz had fallen asleep. 

Jasonn lifted his head and looked at Kiruk. 

"This isn't fair", he said in a low tone. 

It never is and never will be fair", Kiruk answered and shrugged. "You know that." 


"Yes. But | don't like that." 


They heard steps and gazed at the door. 
One of the slaves had entered the chamber, looking respectfully at Kiruk. 


"What is it?" Kiruk asked. 


The young slave nervously cleared his throat. 


‘lm... 'm sorry, Kiruk But the master wants to see you .. He said, AT ONCE ... I'm sorry." 


Kiruk quietly entered the master's bedroom. 


Larsius hadn't taken him with him to Rome, as usual, to let him look after Jamyz because of Kiruk's famous 


skills as a medicus. 


He knew very well that the senator felt guilty about his order to got whipped his newest slave, and to order 
his bodyguard to do so - just because of a sudden jealousy as he had seen and heard the intensity of the 


first contact between Jasonn and the prisoner. 


Now, Kiruk saw Larsius lying in his bed, the blankets pulled up to his chest. 


The senator, who used to be a man of power and energy, was very pale, now, and he laid there without 


moving, his green eyes staring at the ceiling above him. 
Kiruk quietly sat down on the edge of the bed, looking at him. 


Larsius still stared at the ceiling for a while. 


Then, he deeply breathed in, turned his head and looked at Kiruk. 


"He did it again .. And he hurt me ..l'm .. I'm still bleeding", he whispered. "I don't know how long | can bear 
being raped by Caesar when he's drunk about his ass." 
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Jasonn sat up with the sleeping Jamyz, guarding his slumber while he sat on a stool near the bed, when Kiruk 


came back from Larsius' private rooms. 

He lifted his eyebrows when he noticed Kiruk's dark facial expression 
"Again?" he just asked without emotion. 

"Yog" 

Kiruk pulled another stool to the bed and sat down. 

"And a lot worse - compared to the last time it had happened." 


He sighed then rubbed his tired face with one hand while the fingers of his other hand slowly combed through 
his dark and curly hair. 


"Didn't you notice that he was in pain when you have left Rome?" 


He curiously gazed at Jason. 


"Yes, sure, | saw, he didn't feel good", Jasonn answered and shrugged. "But | didn’t care ... Well, usually he liked 
to use one of his insane racing chariots to get away from Rome as fast as possible - as if all those Roman 
Gods of revenge would haunt his ass - and he also used to rein the horses himself to whip them to full speed. 
| am supposed to stand behind him, and l'm always in fear that he would lose control all of a sudden, so we 


would get to crash into a tree or a rock, maybe, because of his insane speeding." 


He shrugged once more. 


"But this time he said he would like to take one of the larger chariots, and that | should take over the reins 
because he was tired and had to rest... | didn't ask, why." 


"You are hopeless, Jasonn’, Kiruk stated. 
Jasonn just shrugged with his facial expression stoically. 


Kiruk stared at him for a while. 


Then, he gave a nod. 


"But | know you never would have cared about the senator that way .. Well, you would have done your job as 
his bodyguard, if necessary. But as he had forced you to torture an already badly injured man he had 


Tortured you, too." 
"That's right", Jasonn said, lowering his head and staring at the floor. 


There was silence for a while. 


The, Kiruk cleared his throat. 


"Well, | took care of him now, and | hope he will recover. But he's depressed because he wasn't able to stop the 
Imperator in his drunken aggression, again .. And it had been the same as usual: Caesar started to violently 
cramp and then got unconscious at the very same moment he got his orgasm, with his penis still inside 
Larsius. So he hurt him badly A cramping epileptic couldn't be controlled, also Larsius wasn't able to get rid of 
him during the fit .. After his epileptic fit Caesar fell asleep, and later he didn't remember anything, also as 


usual .. You know, Caesar's an epileptic, right?" 
| heard the rumours, yes", Jasonn said. 
Then, he shook his head in disbelief. 


"Why didn't he just tell the fucker what he has done and that he had to stop this? This is insane!" 


‘Oh, Jasonn, you are so naive!" Kiruk sighed. "You can't tell the Great Imperator to stop doing things like this! ... 


Caesar wants it - Caesar will do it!" 

‘Oh, come onl" Jasonn frowned. "Marcus Larsius is a senator .. And he's rich. l'm sure he easily could get the 
ass of Caesar been dragged in front of a tribunal, accused of continuously injuring a Roman senator by 
repeatedly raping him .. And l'm pretty sure, Caesar wouldn't like to get the information about his epilepsy 
spread all over the Roman Empire." 


Kiruk looked at Jasonn, very pitifully then he laid his hand on Jasonn's shoulder and sadly smiled at him. 


"You really don't know what you are talking about, Jasonn’, he softly said. "Unfortunately, you aren't a Roman 


- for what | never would blame you, by the way - and you are such an honourable man, so you will never get 
a clue about all those lies and intrigues which usually are showing up as the ugly twins of might and power." 


"Oh, come on .." 


"AND don't you forget that Larsius' wife, Lidia, is the step-sister of Caesar's first wife, Cornelia’, Kiruk added. 


"So, Larsius couldn't ruin the family's name by accusing his step-brother-in-law to rape him." 


"Caesar's first wife is dead", Jasonn growled, staring at Kiruk "He must have his fourth ... or his fifth wife 


now. 


"His fourth", Kiruk said in a calm tone. 


"Whatever." 


Jasonn rubbed his nose and turned his head to have a look at Jamyz who still was sleeping quietly. 


He smiled and ran his hand over Jamyz' blond mane, very softly, not wanting to wake him up. 

Then, he turned his head back at Kiruk 

"So, Lidia is the step-sister of Caesars first and dead wife, and said Cornelia had the good idea to die before 
the nasty fucker made her cry, too. That's right?" 


"Not exactly", Kiruk answered. "She died by trying to give birth to Caesar's son, after she had given birth to a 
daughter some years ago .. The daughter and his grandchild died of a fever in the interim, too." 


Jasonn gave a groan and briefly closed his eyes. 

"Oh, no!" 

After a short moment of silence Kiruk continued: "The son who's birth had killed his mother, died, too .. And 
Caesar has waited for a son for years and years .. Then, his second wife Pompilia had two miscarriages, and 
they got divorced because Caesar suspected that she used to sleep around .. This had been correct, by the 
way. And his third wife, Calpurnia, died soon after the marriage, too .. And had slept around like a whore, too." 
"Oh, well, well! .. Fine! But he sleeps around, too, as far as I've heard" 


"Now, he's the Imperator", Kiruk coolly answered, raising his right brow. 


"This doesn't give him the right to fuck everything with two legs", Jasonn growled. "And he already HAS a son, 


if the rumours are true." 


"Yes, they are. Cleopatra, the Queen of Egypt has given birth to a son, and the father of the child is Caesar. 
No way to deny the fact. The boy is dark-blond and blue-eyed like his father.” 


"So, what's the problem?" 


"The boy is a bastard", Kiruk stated. "He would never been accepted as Caesar's heir." 


Jasonn gave a sigh and lifted his hands to make Kiuk stop telling him about Caesar's tragic life. 


"Well, I'm REALLY sad that the fucker hadn't any luck with his wives, or by coming up with an heir who isn't a 
bastard, but | still don't know, why he had to fuck the senator if he used to have one wife after the other .. 
Also, I'm sure he could have every woman he would want to share his bed with. Why Larsius? There is no 


need to fuck his step-brother-in-law," 
"That's right", Kiruk said, nodding. "But you have to know that Caesar is fascinated by Larsius' green eyes." 
"Sorry?" 


Jasonn stared at Kiruk and shook his head. 
Some of the long strands of his hair fell across his face, and he threw back his hair, 


The thick chestnut-coloured mane flew and came down on Jasonn's back. 


Kiruk smiled. 
He loved to watch Jasonn whenever he threw back his hair, and if he didn't hide it, done to a long and thick 


braid, beneath his armour. 
He stared at Kiruk, not knowing what to say. 


"Well, when Caesar was a young soldier - highly ranked, of course - and was supposed to bring down the 
revolting enemies in the Roman provinces in Asia, he madly fell in love with Nikomedes, king of Bithynia. And 
the king fell in love, too." 


Kiruk took one of the cups made from gold which were on the table. 


He poured himself some wine and sipped, absent-mindedly staring at the next wall. 
Then, he turned his head to look at Jasonn 


"King Nikomedes was a very good-looking man with dark hair, not very tall but always full of energy. And he 
had something, what is a pretty rare phenomena by Asian people .. He had beautiful green eyes." 


Kiruk sighed and looked at the still sleeping Jamyz. 
Then, he eyed Jasonn. 


"Caesar loved the green eyes of king Nikomedes. And when he had to return to Rome because he wanted to 
speed up his career as politician and to get elected to be the youngest Pontifex Maximus ever, he met Larsius, 


saw the green eyes and was stunned. Totally stunned” 


Jasonn stared at Kiruk, not sure what to think about those information. 


He threw back his hair then rubbed his forehead. 
"How come you know about all these things?" he asked, curiously eyeing Kiruk up and down, 


Kiruk always had been very discreet and hadn't told much about his past, but he was a slave - a very well 
paid slave - and Jasonn knew that Caesar had brought him to Rome from somewhere of the eastern Roman 


provinces. 


Kiruk's dark eyes showed no emotion, also his face. 
He quietly looked at Jasonn who got nervous because he wasn't sure if he had hurt Kiruk's feelings in any way, 


or not. 


‘I've been a prince of the royal family of Nikomedes", Kiruk finally said, very calmly. 
"Just a nephew of the king, of course. There hadn't been a chance to get the kingdom because Nikomedes had 


brothers, and also there were lots of cousins.” 
"| don't believe this", Jasonn whispered, staring at Kiruk, pretty shocked. 


"You better believe this anyway." Kiruk shrugged. "I had been lucky to be such a low-ranked aspirant to the 
throne, because the other fuckers didn't do anything else than planning how to get rid of the next fucker .. 
Every morning you had to check the floors first before you could leave your suite to not break a leg by 


falling down all of a sudden because of a corpse laying in front of you." 
He shook his head and gave a sneer. 
| wanted to make myself useful, so | repeatedly left the kingdom, risking to get slaughtered somewhere in the 


Far East, to learn some of those martial arts and..." 


"Yeah, you are great in performing them - it looks so .. WOW!" Jasonn enthusiastically said, smiling brightly at 
Kiruk. 


"Whatever." Kiruk just shrugged. 


"But first of all | wanted to learn all the things a good medicus had to know ... Then, | returned to the kingdom 
- just in time to get annoyed by the king and his Roman lover, both of them crying all the time because dear 
Julius had to go back to Rome .. Besides, everybody laughed about them, and Caesar is still announced as 
"Nikomedes' queen" by his enemies .. As he had to leave Bithynia, my uncle, the king, urged me to go with 
Caesar as one of his medici, because he had noticed my talent as a medicus who could help Caesar if he would 


get an epileptic fit .. | didn't want to go, but my dear uncle insisted" 
"He insisted?" 


"Yes. He got me busted and then asked again, very nicely, while this fucker of an executioner with his axe 


stood behind me, ready to finish me off" 
"Oh, fuck." 


"Exactly", Kiruk dryly stated. 
"And as you can see | still have my head. So, you should know, too, what | have answered as the king repeated 


his nice request to me ... | came to Rome as Caesar's medicus." 
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Jasonn stared at Kiruk for some long minutes, frowning. 

"That's weird", he finally said. "Really weird ..\Well, | think | wouldn't have turned down the friendly request of 
my king, too, if an executioner had been so nice to tickle my neck with the blade of his axe .. But why, the 
fuck, didn't you tell Caesar to fuck off as you reached Rome? You could have gone wherever you have wanted 
without leaving a trace. Go back to a country in the Far East, for example." 

Kiruk looked at Jasonn, his dark eyes blank, not blinking, and his face showing no emotion 

"He paid me well." 


Jasonn howled and rolled his eyes. 


‘Oh, NO! Come on! Are you mad? .. You never do anything just because you get a lot of money to do it, and 
you know that!" 


"Are you sure?" 


"Yes, dammit!" Jasonn gave Kiruk a furious glance. "| didn't know that you sly fucker are a prince of Bithynia 


but | surely know you have too much of self-esteem to do things just for money." 
Kiruk just smiled, his dark eyes glowing. 

"Jasonn, your own sense of honour will kill you sometime." 

Jasonn rolled his eyes. 


Kiruk was such a smart fucker, and he would have won every battle of words even without talking. 


"Fine. Then, you wanted Caesar's money", he ironically said. "Very well. | can understand that .. And because of 


Caesar's cash you are a personal slave of Larsius for .. well, seven years now?" 


Kiruk narrowed his dark eyes and stared at Jasonn. 


Jason prepared to be punched in the face every second now, so he tightened his body. 


But Kiruk just eyed him up and down arrogantly. 


Exactly like an annoyed prince would have looked at inferior trash. 

"You know very well that I'm no slave", he coldly said. "We just PRETEND I'm a slave, because for Larsius it's 
easier to hide his sexual preference if lm in his household as a slave, and not because l'm his lover .. And you 
fucking KNOW that, fucker!" 


"Really?" Jasonn smiled. "Are you sure?" 


Kiruk gave a sneer. 


‘Sometimes you are an asshole, Jasonn. | really don't know why l'm so gracious to just speak to you, fucker." 
"Because I'm such a good looking guy?" Jasonn offered with a grin. "Or a Laird?" 

"Hah! A Laird without property!” Kiruk shot back. "Do you want me to kiss your feet, or what?" 

"Oh, no need, no need", Jason said in an amused tone. "Not yet" 


"Bastard!" 


Jasomn evilly grinned, eyeing Kiruk up and down with his blue eyes. 

"By the way, talking about bastards, my good friend .. Marius is very well. He is such a pretty boy." 
Again, Kiruk didn't even blink. 

"Im glad to hear that", he coolly said. "| hope, the mistress Lidia and Aurelia are well, too." 


"Yeah, they are well, too." Jasonn grinned, again. "Lidia has another lover .. Can't remember his name but he's a 


pretty good looking young man, by the way.’ 
"How nice. Now, we should .." 
"Don't try to change the subject" 


"Sorry? | tried to change the subject?" Kiruk looked at Jason, his eyebrows raised. 


"Absolutely." 


Jasonn narrowed his eyes. 
"Aren't you interested in how your son is? Or in any information about his talents?" 


Kiruk didn't move a muscle in his face. He stared at the flickering flame of one of the oil lamps. 
Jasonn waited and bit his lower lip. He didn't want to hurt Kiruk's feelings but he HAD to know, and he WANTED 


to know. 
Some minutes later, Kiruk turned his head to look at Jason, again. 


| AM interested in how he is", he calmly said. "A lot. And | know everything about his talents .. But that 


doesn't matter. He's Larsius' son" 


"Oh, come onl" Jasonn gave a desperate groan and shook his head. "Don't tell me shit like this! The boy is YOUR 


son. And I'm sure that Larsius knows this all too well." 
"He's Larsius' son!" Kiruk calmly said. 
"Fuck you! The boy looks exactly like you! Dark and curly hair, dark brown eyes. Pretty the same as yours." 


"Maybe", Kiuk answered, still very calmly and in control of his composure. "But Larsius had a younger brother 
- who has died at the age of two years - and this brother had been a boy with dark hair and dark eyes .. 


Larsius repeatedly mentioned it” 


"Oh, COME ON! You told me I'm naive! Maybe l'm naive, but I'm not THIS naive", Jasonn told him, getting angry. 
"No way Larsius could be the father of the boy.. AND its pretty obvious that the mistress Lidia urgently 


wants to drag your ass into her bed" 


"Maybe, concerning Lidia's wishes. What's wrong with that? .. The mistress just wants to be loved, | think, and 
Larsius isn't interested in his wife in any way. He had to marry her because his parents - and her parents, 
too - decided that this marriage would push the both patrician families to another, and higher, level of nobility. 
So, it had been no option to Larsius and Lidia to turn down the orders and wishes of their parents .. But she is 


a beautiful woman - a neglected beautiful woman." 


"I am SO sorry about Lidia's and Larsius' painful and frightening fate", Jasonn sarcastically said. "Well, | think 
this means the senator didn't fuck his wife, right?" 


"He did", Kiruk said and gave Jasonn an innocent smile. "And as you can see they have two nice children. But, 


maybe, you don't know how to do a child?" 


Jasonn gave a furious sneer. 


"| gonna whip your ass if you'll go on with this nonsense", he threatened, staring daggers at Kiruk 


"Try that, and you will wish you never had been born’, Kiruk hissed. 


A moan made them shut up. 


They gazed at Jamyz who had moved, slowly waking up. 


He moaned again. 

Jasonn was on the edge of the bed in the blink of an eye, his hand softly stroking back Jamyz' blond hair. 
Jamyz blinked, still sleepy. 

Then, he closed his eyes. 

Jason bend, and kissed Jamyz' cheek. 

"Everything's okay, my cheruskian beauty", he whispered. "Open up your eyes. Look at me. Come on!" 

He went on to caress Jamyz' hollow cheek and temple with the back of his fingers. 

The cheekbone felt sharp and hard beneath the skin. 

Jasonn quietly moaned, feeling guilty - and sadly. 


Finally, Jamyz' opened up his eyes and didn't close them again 


Jasonn had lifted his head so he had a better look at Jamyz' face - and Jamyz at his. 
"Oh .. Jasonn .. you still here?" Jamyz' whispered 

"Yes, of course", Jasonn softly answered, smiling. "Thats okay?" 

Jamyz smiled, too. "Mromhhh" 

Jasonn bend and kissed Jamyz' temple then his left ear. 

"| take that as a ‘yes, he whispered, his lips still close to Jamyz' ear. 

"Mmmhhh .. yes", Jamyz murmured, turning his head to catch Jason's lips with his. 
Jasonn held his breath, and a shiver went through his body. 


His fingers still were in Jamyz' hair, stroking it, while he softly kissed back. 
It felt so good. 


All of a sudden Jamyz parted his lips, and Jasonn followed suit. The tip of Jamyz' tongue met Jasonr's. 
Both men gave a quiet moan, and Jasonn, who had closed his eyes, felt Jamyz' fingers on his neck. 
Jamyz' grabbed some strands of Jasonn's long hair and held them close to his face, breathing in deeply to get 


the scent of this beautiful hair, too. 


Then, they just caressed the other one's lips with their own before breaking the kiss. 
Jasomn laid his forehead to Jamyz’, trying to catch his breath and to bring down his racing pulse. 


He felt Jamyz' hot breath on his skin and heard his quiet sigh. He wanted to give in and just to lay down on 
the bed, to take Jamyz' into his arms and to hold him close to his body. 


And he was ashamed of his erection, and hoped that the stripes of leather on the lower part of his armour 


would cover up his hard-on beneath his tunica. 


‘lm sorry to have to disturb’, Kiruk softly said. "But | think that Jamyz' bandages sould be replaced, now, 
after | had a look at his wounds." 


Jasonn gave a sigh but then he lifted his head and nodded. 
"Oh", Jamyz' whispered. "Don't ." 


His blue eyes begged for more. Jasonn smiled and stroked Jamyz' pale cheek. 


"He's right", he said. 


Jamyz gave a nod. 


"Okay." 


He laid on his stomach as Kiruk carefully losened the bandages on his back, his shoulder and arms, and those 
around his foot ankles, too. 

The dried blood and the secretes of the gaping wounds had soaked some of the bandages and got them stick to 
the wounds and the tortured skin. 


Two slaves had brought in hot water in a cauldron, still boiling, also clean bowls of cupper. Kiruk poured some 
of the boiled water into the bowls and waited until the water's temperature got lowered. 
Then, he carefully wetted the bandages to soften them. 


Finally, he got them lose, very slowly, pouring water on them again, if necessary. 


Jasonn tried to assist as good as he could do it, handing over linen towels to dry and clean up the wounds. 


He saw that Kiruk had done perfectly. 
The wounds looked much better. 


But it still was bad enough, and tears made Jasonn's eyes burn. He had to swallow them down 


Jamyz' breath came fast and hard, and he couldn't supress his moans when Kiruk cleaned up the gaping 
wounds. 


But he knew it had to be done, painfully or not. 


"Now, what happened to you and the princess after you got captured by the Romans?" Kiruk asked while he 
did his work. 


Jamyz gave moan but then he hoarsely said: "They brought us to their legion's camp .. At first, | wasn't sure 
if they would kill me, or maybe the princess, too .. But then, | thought .. ooohhh .. that HURTS! ... | thought 
that they wouldn't kill the princess because they quickly would find a better use of her .. She was beautiful, 
and young, as I've said .. ooohhh, Kiruk, oohhh! ... So, it had been clear what would happen to her, comes the 
morning and they could have a better look at her." 

He paused and tried to catch his breath, moaning because of the pain. 


"Oh, shit", Jasonn murmured. "Did the princess realise this?" 


"Yes .. after the Romans had dragged us to their camp, grabbing at her and feeling her up all over her body .. 
Ooohhh, careful, Kiruk, please .." 


| do my best" Kiruk murmured. "Go on with your story.” 

"She .. she nearly went nuts again, and cried and cried .. Then, she begged me to take her virginity, because 
she panicked by thinking about a gang of Romans going down on her .. As a virgin she wouldn't stand being 
raped, so | had to do it." 

"Oh, oh, oh", Kiruk sighed, rolling his eyes. "And ..2" 

"| did it", Jamyz said, shrugging as much as he could do by laying on his stomach. "But it wasn't easy to fuck 
her because | was chained up, and she had to do most of the work because she just had her wrists tied up .. 
But she didn't know what to do, so | had to tell her .. Bitch had no clue! And there wasn't much time." 


He was silent for some seconds. 


Then, he added: "But she got it pretty fast. So, | deflorated her. Then, | fucked her ass, too." 
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Kiruk's hand with the fresh linen towel what Jasonn had given to him was frozen in mid-air. 


He stared at Jamyz, wide-eyed 

"You did WHAT?" he asked, seeming a little shocked 

"| fucked the princess", Jamyz repeated "Well, to be precisely | should say, she rode me" 
"She .. she .. rode you?" 


"Yes. | was chained, remember? Arms on my back, legs tied up, too .. Wasn't able to move a lot. And she had 


just her hands tied up. On the front ... l'm pleased to say that she liked it. A lot. Both ways." 


He smiled, and the fingers of his right hand touched the inside of Jason's right thigh, sliding to the back of 
his leg. 


Jasonn nearly jumped and felt the sudden heat in his lower abdomen His hard-on was back in the blink of an 


eye, and he had to bite his lips to keep himself from moaning. 


Kiruk, who hadn't noticed - or had ignored - what was going on between Jamyz and Jason, murmered 
something in a foreign language and shook his head, but still busied himself by drying up Jamyz' skin after he 


had cleaned up the wounds. 


"Unbelievable!" he finally said in a very disgusted tone and sneered. "This is UNBELIEVABLE! No manners! .. Just 
barbarian! UNBELIEVABLE!" 


Jasonn now had to grin, looking at him. 

Kiruk saw Jasonr's grin and lifted his head to stare daggers at Jasonn, getting furious. 

"WHAT?" 

Jasonn gave him an innocent smile, batting his eyelashes at him. 

"Well, | think, y'know, it's funny, but .. | think, a certain male person in this room - | won't name this person, of 
course .. y'know, | think, this certain person really shouldn't moralize too much, if you know what | mean .. | 
just wanna remind this certain person - who has beautiful dark, curly hair and dark eyes, by the way - of a 
certain little boy with exactly the same beautiful dark and curly hair and .." 

"SHUT UP, fucker!" Kiruk hissed at him. 


Jasonn grinned. 


"You won't give up, fucker, until I'll tell you what you wanna hear", Kiruk growled, furiously glaring at Jason 


"Fuck youl... So .. Yes, Im Marius’ father: 

"Aaahhh, veerryy goooddd’, Jason nearly purred. "Now, this wasn't too hard to say, wasn't it?" 

"Asshole! .. Give me another towel .. And don't you look at me as if I'm a horny demon, or a .. Whatever!" 
Jasonn chuckled and handed a neatly folded linen towel over to Kiruk 


| never have thought anything like this. Never! YOUR manners are flawless, my dear prince." He smiled and 
briefly paused then asked: "Does Larsius know about it?" 


Kiruk shrugged. "Yes, because he asked me to do so." 
"HE ASKED YOU TO DO $0?" 


Jasonn nearly fainted. 


Kiruk gave him a contemptuous smile. 
"Yes. He wanted a son" 


"Oh, no, COME ON! Don't tell me shit like this. The senator could have done it himself if he wanted to get a 


son", Jasonn exploded and shook his head in disbelief. "I'm pretty sure he knows how to fuck" 


Kiruk deeply sighed, eyeing Jasonn up and down, while Jamyz started to chuckle because he quickly had realised 


what was going on 


"Jasonn, you are SO disgusting’, Kiruk said, and sneered "Of course the senator knows how to fuck, but .." 
"What a relief!" Jasonn giggled. "I was in fear we will have to show him how to do." 


".. but he hates his wife, and she hates him", Kiruk stoically went on. "It had been difficult enough for him to 
get little Larsius inside his wife to do their daughter, without shrinking away within seconds .. They needed 
more than three years to come up with her .. Everybody in Rome secretly laughed about the infertility of the 
mistress .. But it's pretty difficult to get pregnant by a husband who never had seen the inside of the 
bedroom of his wife after they got married." 


"Sounds pretty awful", Jamyz murmured. "His house has too much bedrooms, |'d say .. |f they had to share a 


bed it would had been somewhat easier, right?" 


"No, | don't think so", Kiruk sighed. "| wasn't there myself yet, but I've been told that Lidia got hysterically just 
by thinking about Larsius entering her bedroom .. And he knew very well of the fears of his little Larsius to 
be bitten off by the vagina of a hysterical fury. So, they both needed a lot of coaching, and exercises .. and so 


on. You know what | mean .." 


‘Must have been pretty hard work - fucking hard work", Jasonn giggled again, also Jamyz who still had his 
fingers on Jasonn's naked thigh, slowly stroking the soft skin there. 


Kiruk ostentatiously ignored them, cleaned up his hands and then picked a small bowl with some ointment off 
the table. 

He sat down on the edge of the bed and started to cover up the wounds on Jamyz' back with the ointment. It 
smelled good but it burned on the gaping wounds. 


Kiruk was very careful but sometime Jamyz' gave a low hiss and tried to move away. 
But Jasonn sat down on the other side of the bed now and laid his hand on Jamyz' shoulder to calm him down. 
He knew of the ointments burn. 


But Kiruk's mixture always did wonders to the worst wounds. 


Jasonn looked at Kiruk's long and sensible fingers, doing their work 
He stroked Jamyz' blond mane. He held Jamyz right hand now to support him. 


After a while he cleared his throat. 


"So, Larsius wanted you to bed his wife to get him a son?" 


"Exactly", Kiruk calmly said. "And | did as he said." 


Jasonn gave a desperate groan, trying hard to keep himself from crying out loud. 


"Kiruk, sweetheart’, he sighed after he had regained his composure. "Don't tell me shit like this! PLEASE! .. You 
fucked the senator's wife without him knowing anything about the fun, she got pregnant with a son, and he 


finally decided to believe he himself would have ordered you to fuck her .. Come on! You must be mad" 


"No, | don't think so", Kiruk coolly said, shrugging. "The mistress is a beautiful woman .. But I'm not into women 
AND YOU KNOW THAT, FUCKER! It hadn't been easy for me, too. But | wasn't so much involved in all this 
family-hating-career-money-bussiness, and my discipline is a very strict one, so | did what | had been asked 
to do .. Besides, Lidia has a lot of fantasy, so we really had some fun, especially when she blindfolded me and 


tied me up." 


"Yeah, sounds like fun. Hahaha! This is really funny" Jasonn picked on him. "She had to blindfold you, fucker, to 


make you think about fucking a boy, or whatever. | assume that you had been drunk about your ass, too." 
Kiruk eyed him up and down, very blasé, all prince-like arrogance. 


| really don't know why | just talk to you, you Laird of Nowhere .. You are such an asshole ..” 


"Hey, say that again’, Jamyz interrupted him. "A Laird? .. What's that supposed to mean?" 
"Nothing." Kiruk arrogantly waved his hand and threw back his long dark hair. 
"Come on! That's not true!" 


Jamyz managed to turn his head, so he was able to look at Jason 
Jasonn deeply breathed in then bend and touched Jamyz' temple and cheek with his lips, softly kissing the pale 
skin 


"He's right", he whispered, his lips still close to Jamyz' face. "It's nothing. | am - or have been - the Laird of a 
Caledonian clan .. But the warriors of another clan took advantage of some - useless - Roman attacks to take 
over the northern part of Caledonia .. And while my men and | fought against the Roman fuckers, the 
MacLews killed all our folks at home .. every man, every woman, every child .. Just to make sure that there 
wouldn't be a living soul which knew about my right of the claim to the property they had stolen by 
slaughtering my people.” 
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Chapter Il 


Jasonn carefully laid Jamyz down on Kiruk's luxurious bed. He had carried him to Kiruk's bedroom because 


Kiruk had ordered him to do so. 


His bed was much larger as the small one in the chamber nearby his bedroom - and softer to sleep in Jamyz 


would have been able to rest on his back with all those soft cushions there. 


Jamyz gave a sigh when Jasonn laid him on the bed. Kiruk pulled the blankets up to Jamyz' chest then stroked 
back the blond mane. 


“That good?" he asked, scanning his patient to make sure he wasn't in pain. 


"Very good", Jamyz answered, moaning in relief and pleasure. 


He closed his eyes, his body visibly got relaxed and his breath slowed down, 


Then, he opened his eyes again to look at Kiruk. 
"Thank you!" 


"You are welcome" Kiruk said with a smile. 
He turned to look at Jasonn. "I want you to stay with him, Jasonn" 


Jasonn stared at him wide-eyed, his lips opened in surprise. 


"What? .. | shall.. You want me to..WHAT?" 


"You heard me!" Kiruk calmly said. "You will sleep there, too, Jasonn .. l'm sure you will take care of Jamyz 


very well if he might need help in any way." 


"Yes .. yes .. that's right, but .. but ..", Jasonn nervously stammered, the colour of his face gone to deep red 


now. "But .. | never have .. Are you sure, you want me ..” 
He stared at Kiruk, his blue eyes wide. 


Kiruk gave him a pleased smile then lightly slapped his arm. 
"Pretty sure." He smiled again. "Very well, now. | have to take care of Larsius .. As I've told you he is very 
down and very sad, also he is injured, and | don't want him to stay all alone in his bed when he is in such a 


miserable shape .. Besides, he is my lover, and I'm HIS lover. | want to be with him." 


Jasonn had changed his clothes and washed himself in the interim - before he had carried Jamyz to Kiruk's 
private bedroom -, and he had done some strands of his hair on his temples to long and thinner braids which 


he had tied together in the nape of his neck to hold back his long hair. 


Now, he stood beside the bed, motionless for a while, after Kiruk had left the room. 
Then, he got lose his belt with the sword and the whip he used to wear inside the villa. 
He laid the sword down on the head end of the bed and covered it up with a cushion 


"That okay for you?" he asked, a little unsecure, looking at Jamyz. "I'm used to have my sword close to me." 


Jamyz nodded. 


"| would do the same - if I'd have a sword, of course." 
"You could take mine", Jasonn calmly said. "You could take it while l'm asleep." 


Jamyz' blue eyes were very calm, too, while he and Jasonn looked at each other. 
Then, he asked: "You think | would do that?" 


Jasonn shook his head. "No, | don't think so." 
Neither he nor Jamyz broke the eye contact. 


Some seconds later Jasonn got down onto the bed just to his right knee, and bend, touching Jamyz' lips with 
his. 


Jamyz gave a quiet sigh and parted his lips. Jasonn followed suit, closing his eyes. 


They kissed, very softly and gently, without tongues, just some caressing and touching and playing with their 
lips. 
Jasonn felt deep warmth inside his body and he quietly moaned, while he was stroking Jamyz' cheek and blond 


hair. 


Jamyz' right hand slowly caressed Jason's arm. 
They ended their kiss with a sigh, and Jason whispered: "Your lips feel so good." 


"Yours, too", Jamyz whispered back "Wanna have them again .. 


Larsius was still awake when Kiruk came to him, slipping under the blankets on the other side of the bed, after 
he had put off his sandals and tunica. 
Now, he just wore a short and lose linen pant, similar to Larsius' pants. 


There was an oil lamp with a small and flickering flame on a small table beside the bed to give some light. All 


the other lamps had been put out for the night. 


Larsius laid on his right side and his whole body was tensed up. Kiruk carefully wrapped his arm around 
Larsius' waist, bended at the elbow with his palm flatly at Larsius's chest, while he cuddled up to him. 


Slowly, Larsius relaxed. He gave a quiet moan. 
"Do you feel better?" Kiruk asked, lightly stroking Larsius' chest. 


"A little bit. Your ointment helped me", Larsius answered with a small voice. "But .. but .. Kiruk, | want to go 
back and make him bleed, too ... | can't stand this any longer.” 


"| know", Kiruk said. 
He kissed Larsius' neck. "It's getting worse - especially since we have heard of king Nikomedes' death a year 


ago. He is still so obsessed by your green eyes .." 


"He's perverted!" Larsius paused then continued: "Just the sight of him at the senate's plenum makes me sick 


and nauseous. | want to throw up all the time. | hate him! .. Ooohhh!" 


He shivered and tried to get closer to Kiruk's warm body. 
| can't stand it any longer. He ... he's like a beast, and he's completely disinterested in my feelings and my 
fears ... I've made him look at the bites and bruises more than once, but he still goes on to call me a liar, 


who's accusing him of things he hadn't done." 


His body shook, and he couldn't suppress his sobs any longer. Kiruk held him tightly. 


Larsius whimpered and cramped his fingers around Kiruk’s. 


Finally, his body relaxed and his sobs eased off. His breath calmed down 


Kiruk softly kissed his neck and his ear. 


Larsius sighed and closed his eyes then laid quiet for a long while. 


Then he cleared his throat. 


"How is the slave - Jamyz?" he hoarsely asked. 


Now, Kiruk gave a sigh, too. 
"He's in a pretty bad shape", he said. "The wounds he had before getting whipped by Jasonn were .. cruel. | 
haven't seen anything like this for a very long time ." 


"l'm so ashamed", Larsius whispered. "I've ordered Jasonn to whip him because .. l'm so ashamed." 


| know", Kiruk quietly answered. "But you didn't have a clue about his weakness because he didn't look like a 


dying man when they brought him to you. He's tall and well built." 
Larsius sharply breathed in. "He's dying?" 


"| don't think so, now Well, | hope he won't die", Kiruk said. 
He softly kissed Larsius' hair. "It's so good that you and Jasonn came back from Rome .. Jamyz thought that 
Jasonn was gone and won't come back, | think .. So he had no will to live. He didn't want to eat or to drink. | 


cared about his wounds, that's all." 

"Oh." 

Larsius didn't say a word for some minutes. Kiruk was silent, too. Larsius' fingers caressed Kiruk's. 
"So, | better don't try to make a move at Jamyz", he said after a while. "Good looking guy or not" 


"This would be very wise", Kiruk agreed, smiling. "I think, they madly have been fallen in love from the very 


first moment they made eye contact." 


Jamyz cuddled up to Jasonn who held him tightly in his arm, his head laid on Jasonn's shoulder, and his left 
forearm with the broken fingers on Jason's chest. 

Jasonn carefully had touched the fingers to feel the temperature of the skin. 

The fingers were warm enough. 


No necrosis. 


"IIl take care of your arm. ", he said in a low tone. "Kiruk hadn't the time to do so but | think | can lessen the 


swelling of your arm .. Do you remember how long your fingers had been broken, yet?" 


Jamyz tried hard to think about it but then gave a sigh. 
‘lm sorry. |... | don't know. | lost time .. So sorry .." He tried to lift his head to look at Jason's face. 


But he failed because of his weakness, and gave a desperate moan. 


Jasonn pulled him a little closer. His free hand stroked Jamyz' head and his hair, and then he softly combed 
with his fingers through the gold-blond mane. 


He kissed Jamyz' forehead and whispered: "Don't worry. It doesnt matter, what time it has been. It doesn't 


matter.” 


"Yes .. yes, maybe", Jamyz whispered back. "But | can remember precisely how they got broken .. and who had 
done this to me." 


Jasonn's pulse frequenzy rose all of a sudden, and his mouth felt dry. 


He tried to stay calm but it wasn't easy. 
"Who did it?" he quietly asked. 


There was silence for some seconds. 


Then, Jamyz opened his lips but just managed to give a quiet whimper but wasn't able to speak. 
Jasonn waited. 
Jamyz breathed in deeply, and shivers ran through his starved body. 


"Caesar", he whispered. "Caesar did it." 
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„Caesar? .. Caesar did that to you?" 


Jasonn was deeply shocked. He wide-eyed stared at Jamyz then he carefully laid his hand on Jamyz' trying to 


avoid every pressure. He didn't want to worsen his pain. 

"Yes", Jamyz whispered. "But | had provoked him, so he got furious." 

"Oh no! No, no, no!" Jason groaned. "| can't think about a provocation worth enough to cause such a brutality." 
Jamyz sighed. "Well, | refused to satisfy his sexual wishes." 

"Oh, COME ON! .. He broke your fingers because you didn't let him fuck you?" Jasonn groaned again. "Come on!" 


Jamyz lightly shrugged. 
"He didn't stop trying to force his will on me, and finally he wanted to somewhat rape me, so | had to stop him 


dead MYSELF" 


Jasonn covered his eyes with his hand, whimpering. 


"By all the Gods of the North! .. HOW did you stop him dead?" 


‘Ive bitten the fucking part of his fucking body he had forced into my mouth to get sucked of fl" Jamyz 
furiously said and snorted. 

"But .. but not too hard | have to add ... | didn't want to bite off the fucking thing. My manners are too good to 
do so! .. But he choked me by completely ramming down his cock into my throat, so | had no other choice .. By 
Odin! The fucker's cock is a damned large one .. But maybe | just thought so because my throat had been 
completely stuffed! .. Well, it wasn't easy but | managed to hit my teeth into the fucker's cock. He cried like a 
fury and ripped the thing off my mouth in frenzy Then, he backhanded me across the face, pretty hard, and 
| fell to the ground. Couldn't do anything against it because | had been tied up .. And the next moment he 


brought the handle of his sword down on my left hand with full force." 


He paused, breathing hard and fast, while Jasonn just gave a quiet moan. 


This was awful! 


"The fucker doesn't look like it ‘cause he's so tall and very slim, but he has a lot of muscle, I'd say .. And he's 
fast! .. But | think the cracking sound of the bones and my cry of agony made him stop .. Otherwise he would 


have stabbed me with his sword, maybe, or beheaded ... | don't know." 


He thought about this a moment long. 
"But two men of his Praetorian Guard stormed into the tent because of the loud cries, so he had to back off 
~ | think the men knew very well what had happened." 


Jason felt like he had a heavy weight on his chest. He stroked Jamyz' left and injured arm. 
"This is so awful, Jamyz. He must have hurt you so much." 


Jamyz shrugged. 
"| was just the prisoner - a good-looking prisoner. He likes my type I've been told sometimes later. Very rice! ... 


At first he wanted to fuck my ass’, he hoarsely continued. 


"He „he had watched as | got whipped for having .. well, TOUCHED .. the princess ... and he got aroused by the 
sight. So, he got me dragged into his pretty luxurious tent and told his guard to stay outside .. But my back 
was all bleeding and sore, and my wrists tied up with heavy chains, so he got it that fucking me in the ass 


wasn't an option, and he decided that | had to blow him .." 
He gave a sneer and breathed in sharply, narrowing his eyes for a moment. 


"And everything happened because of this fucking princess! .. At the very moment the bitch got it that 
Caesar stayed in this camp, too, to make a visit - a controlling visit, I'd say - to let his soldiers know about 
his all-time-present ass, she told the fucker - tears all over her face - that | had kidnapped her noble ass to 
drag her from an allied kingdom of the beloved Roman Empire to the northern part of Germania to got her 
the whore of a wild horde of uncivilized and unwashed barbarians, and that | already had raped her brutally to 


make her mine .. And so on. You know what | mean" 

"Yeah, | think so", Jason said and sighed. 

"Tell you what - this girl was just half my size but hot like a dragon's breath of white glowing fire to get my 
cock into her pussy.. First she didn't know exactly what she had to do but when | had given her some hints, 
she was on me in the blink of an eye." 


"You sure she really still had been a virgin when you fucked her?" Jasonn asked, laughing. 


"Yeah! And tight. | never thought | would manage to penetrate her but her virgin's blood made it easier ... Also, 


she really went wild and didn't stop until she had my whole lengths inside of her, and then she got an orgasm ... 
Fuck! | thought | had gone crazy! .. | hadn't come yet as she started to work my cock into her ass." 


Jasomn bit his lips to keep himself from laughing again but it wasn't easy. He shook his head, grinning. 
"What a bitch!" 


"Exactly!" 

Jamyz grinned, too. 

"| told her to be careful, but she had realized this herself, so she slowed down but didn't stop .. Well, this time 
| came pretty hard, and she, too. She moaned and cried like a wild fury and didn't stop. Awfull .. This was it" 


"Oh, fuck!" 


"Yeah! Some of the soldiers were there all of a sudden, and found me all covered in her virgin's blood ... She 


had been clever enough to roll away and cried that | had raped her. Bitch!" 


He paused for some seconds then went on: "Well, | got whipped until | got unconscious .. Then | woke up and got 
whipped again .. After this Caesar showed up and told me with a somewhat sadistic smile that he had decided 
to have a word with me in private. Very funny! .. You know what had happened" 


Jamyz gave a groan and closed his eyes. Telling about what had happened to him was hard for him. 


"Well, after | didn’t .. | didn’t wanna be Caesar's sex slave | got whipped again until | got unconscious. | really 
don't know how long | had been tortured, also | didn't care because | just wanted to die .. But the fuckers didn't 
want me to die, | finally realized. Then Caesar showed up again and told me he'd send me as a slave to a buddy 
of his in Rome, a senator, who likes well-built blond guys. Great! | liked the idea So, | didn't want to cooperate .. 
And got beaten up again." 


His voice got hoarse and he coughed. 

Jasonn reached for the cup of the goat's milk, mixed up with water and honey, on the nightstand to let Jamyz 
drink from it. 

Jamyz was thirsty again, and he drained the cup. 

There were two jugs waiting on the nightstand to refill the cup - one of them containing milk, the other one 


water. 
"Wanna more?" Jason asked, putting the empty cup back on the nightstand. 


"No, it's enough, thanks", Jamyz gave a pleasured and satisfied sigh, cuddling up to Jasonn again 


Jasonn smiled. 
He softly wiped off some last drops of milk on Jamyz’ lips and chin with his thumb. 
With his finger still laid to Jamyz' chin he slightly turned his head, so he could face him. 


Jamyz closed his eyes as their lips made contact. 


Jasonn closed his eyes, too, and opened his lips to let Jamyz' tongue slip between them, run over them and his 


teeth, and then slowly get past them into his mouth. 


At first he stayed passive, and Jamyz took his time to explore Jason's mouth, to feel and to taste him. But 
after a while he started a slow play with Jasonn's tongue to let him know that he wanted to deepen the kiss, 
pulling back his tongue to get Jasonn's inside his mouth, now. 

And Jasonn followed suit. 


He tasted milk and honey and Jamyz' own sweetness, also very lightly the herbals of the paste which Kiruk 
had used to clean up Jamyz' teeth and tongue. 


They both quietly moaned and whimpered, and Jasonn ran his fingers through Jamyz' mane. 
The kiss of deep intensity, the feeling of Jamyz' tall body in his arm, the caressing of Jamyz' warm breath on 


his skin aroused him, nearly painfully. 


So he had to solve his lips off Jamyz', panting and moaning quietly, his cheek still touched Jamyz'. 
He realized that Jamyz was panting, too. 


All of a sudden Jamyz managed to grab at Jasonn's right hand with his own and the next moment Jasonn felt 
Jamyz' erection beneath his hand. Jamyz' hand still covered his, but very lightly. 


Jamyz was very hard, and his heat sent a series of shivers through Jason's body. 

He ran his palm and his fingers along Jamyz' penis then parted his fingers to got them sliding along the shaft, 
taking in thickness and lengths, stroking him. 

But he didn't slip his hand inside Jamyz’ linen pants. 


Jamyz panted, his eyes squeezed shut, his lips parted He tried to move his hips for more friction 
Jasonn softly held him down, his still on Jamyz' penis. 


"Oohhh," he quietly moaned. "Jamyz .. this .. this .. feels so good. 
YOU feel so good ... But you are too weak to do more .. Please! We have to wait” 


"Okay! ~ Just .. just let me feel you, too", Jamyz whispered. "Please!" 


Jasomn tried to catch his breath and slowly gave some light strokes to Jamyz' hard-on 
But Jamyz really was still too weak to have sex - not even a hand-job. 


But to let him touch Jasonn's erect penis was fair enough, so Jasonn carefully pulled Jamyz' hand to his own 


erection 
Jamyz gave an aroused gasp. 


He got his hand beneath Jasonn's pants in the blinks of an eye and firmly closed his fingers around the hot and 


swollen penis, squeezing and massaging, shooting up Jasonn's arousal. 


Jasonn cried out helplessly. He wanted to stop Jamyz to do this, but an intense orgasm shook him within 
seconds. He came hard, and his hot seed violently shot through Jamyz' fingers. 


The next moment Jamyz cried out, too, then gave a quiet moan His hand got limp on Jasonn's abdomen. 


Jasonn turned his head in frenzy to look at him, anxiously. 


To his relief Jamyz hadn't lost consciousness .. or, worse, died all of a sudden 


To the contrary, Jamyz’ looked very satisfied, his eyes half closed, lips swollen 
His eyes met Jasonn, and he smiled at him. 


Jasonn stared at him then he quickly got his hand to Jamyz' abdomen and into his pants. 


Jamyz' cock was softening, and his sperm was all over his skin 
"I can't believe this", Jasonn said, laughing. "You are crazy! .. You came just by jerking me off?" 


"Yeah!" Jamyz sleepily smiled. "You've looked so hot in your orgasm. | had to come, too ... Ooohhh, this felt sooo 
good .." 


His eyelids dropped and he already was half asleep. 


Jasonn smiled and kissed him. 
"You are such a crazy fucker", he whispered. "You have to sleep now, baby .. I'll hold you." 


"Mmmhhh", Jamyz murmured. “But | .. | want .. want to hear more about ... about you .. what had happened to 


you .. and ..." 


He got quiet and his breath deepened. 


He had been fallen asleep. 


Jason softly kissed his still parted lips then he whispered: "I'll tell you everything you want to know, my love." 
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i'm sorry ... l! m so sorry! There's no excuse for what | have done to you." 
Larsius sank his head and stared down at the floor, his green eyes full of pain and sadness. 


Jamyz quietly looked at him for a while, taking in Larsius' dark sadness and despair. Larsius sat beside the bed 
on a chair on which Kiruk had laid down a cushion before leaving alone the both men. 
The way Larsius tried to get most of his weight to his upper thighs by sitting there told Jamyz that he stil 


must feel very uncomfortable by sitting down at all. 


He lifted his brows and said: "That's okay, senator .. You just have done the usual because you haven't known 
what had happened before Caesar got the funny idea to send me to you as a slave... So, | want to forgive you." 


Larsius gave a small nod. 


Then he breathed in deeply and shakily, and lifted his head. Tears were in his eyes. 


"Thank you .. Thank you so much, Jamyz", he said in a low tone, his voice very small. 


He had to wipe off some tears of his cheeks. A shiver ran through his body. 


Jamyz softly stroked Larsius' upper arm for a moment. 


"Don't worry about it any longer, senator .." 
I'm Larsius .. Please call me Larsius .. Or Marcus Larsius, if you should prefer this. Not ‘senator“.” 


Jamyz looked into Larsius green eyes, and Larsius held the eye contact. 
Jamyz exactly knew about Larsius' distraught state, and what had caused this. And why he wasn't comfortable 
sitting on a chair, not even with a thick cushion beneath his ass. 


This wasn't right! 


"Well, Larsius then’, he calmly said, nodding. "Thanks." 


Larsius gave a sigh of relief. He looked at Jamyz who still lay in Kiruk's bed because Kiruk had ordered him to 
stay there until he would have allowed him to get up. 


And Jamyz had got it that Kiruk's order really WERE orders and HAD to be obeyed, and Kiruk used to deliver 
them with a steely gleam in his beautiful dark eyes to make clear that he wouldn't tolerate any backtalk. 


But Jamyz' condition had got much better in the meantime. 
Kiruk had fed him very well ... Since Jasonn had been back, and with him Jamyz' will to live. He had put on some 


weight but was still pretty weak. 


The bruises and the whipping wounds were getting better every day, too, and the swelling in Jamyz' left arm 
nearly was gone because of Jasonn's careful massages. 


But the hand with the broken finger still had to be on the splint to make sure that the bones got to heal 
properly. 


His long blond mane looked beautiful. Jasonn couldn't get enough of brushing it to enhance the golden shimmer, 
to run his fingers through the strands, and to bury his face in this blond mane he loved so much. 


And Jamyz loved to let him do this. He loved to bury his face in Jasonn's mane, too, to get their hair matched 


up, his fingers stroking blond and chestnut-coloured strands at the same time and to interweave them. 


"Thank you for allowing Jasonn and Kiruk to tell me what had happened to you .. And what .. what Caesar had 


done to you", Larsius whispered. 


Jamyz slowly nodded. 

"You had to know .. You really had to know", he quietly answered. "He just tried to rape me this one time.. And 
he failed because | didn't cooperate and hurt him ... But he repeatedly did the same to you .. And still does, if | 
got that right" 


There was silence for a while. 


Larsius stared at the wall, his face a stony mask. Jamyz watched him and waited. 


Then Larsius turned his head to look at Jamyz again 

"You got that right", he said, his tone very bitter. "The asshole is still abusing me. And it's getting worse 
because he has realized that | hate him more and more for what he does to me .. So, he doesn't any longer 
ask for a fuck as nicely as he had done at the beginning. He just wants to fuck me - so he takes me by force. 
He's the Imperator .. l'm just a senator." 


"But you are his brother-in-law, too", Jamyz said. "So, why ..2" 

"Yeah! His step-brother-in-law! .. | have been" 

Larsius cynically laughed. 

"Fuck it! ... Cornelia, his first wife, was the step-sister of my wife, Lidia. That's all. And Cornelia is long gone." 


"She died after having given birth to Caesar's son, that's right?" 


‘Oh, she died in childbirth because of the loss of blood. The baby laid in transverse presentation, as far as | 


know, and couldn't be turned over to the head from the outside." 

Larsius shrugged, seeming disinterested. 

"So, Cornelia was lost anyway, but they tried to get the baby out by performing the same fucking Caesarean 
section what had made it possible to Caesar's mother lulia to give birth to Gaius Julius Caesar himself - AND 
to survive the birth of the fucker .. Now, everyone is speaking of ‘Caesarean Section’ in such a case, and 
sometimes - | don't know why - mother and child survive this slaughtering .. But, unfortunately, Caesar's own 
wife, Cornelia, didn't survive, and the baby was dead, too." 

"That's pretty sad. Really", Jamyz dryly said. "But the wife of my brother died, 100, after she'd given birth to 
a child, and she hadn't anything like a Caesarean section, and the baby boy died, too .. So, he gave me the 
order to bring this fucking princess from the south of Germania to him as his second wife because some 
fuckers had told him she might be a beauty - whatever that means .. Now, the fun didn't go well, as it turns 
out ...” 

Larsius smiled at him. "You really should have knocked her out in this forest, or leave her alone." 

‘Oh, | don't knock out little girls so easily’, Jamyz' answered, smiling. "Good manners, y'know?" 

"But you fuck them easily, if necessary, right?" 

Now, Larsius was grinning. 

"Exactly! ... Besides, | hadn't much to say in that case because the princess FORCED me to do her!" 

"She FORCED you?" Larsius giggled "What a bitch! | assume she also FORCED your cock to get hard, right?" 
"Yeah!" Jamyz grinned, too. 


"A little girl did this?" Larsius giggled again. "Come onl" 


Jamyz shrugged. "Well, she isn't EXACTLY a little girl. She's fourteen Her father, the king, was happy enough to 


get her married because he had feared he won't be able to find her a husband before her fifteenth or 
sixteenth birthday .. And no one ever would take a princess of, maybe, eighteen, because an unmarried 
princess of that age clearly has to have a lot of hidden defects, so no one had wanted her ass inside his bed" 


'| see, | see." Larsius grinned. "Now, I'm really happy to get my daughter Aurelia married pretty soon before 
everybody starts to suspect she could be a bad investment .. She's sixteen" 


There were steps to be heard, and both men looked at the door. 


Jasonn had entered the bedroom. 
He wore his armour, along with his sword and the whip, because he was on duty. 


His beautiful chestnut-coloured long hair was done to a thick braid, and hidden beneath his armour, as always. 


Jamyz' blue eyes lit up, and the same did Jasonr's. 


There was a light smile on Larsius' lips. 


He was sorry that Jasonn had been so occupied with his duties, and he had also to drill his security assistants 
to make sure that they were well trained and in best form. 

But every free minute he had he tried to be with Jamyz. 

And Larsius was very well informed about what was going on between his Chief of security and the "present" 


of Caesar. 


Jasonn worked for him for two years now, but Larsius didn't know much about him because the man wasn't 
talking about his past. He just gave very small pieces of information if Larsius tried to insist. 
So, Larsius knew that Jasonn was a Pict, one of those body-painted warriors somewhere of one of the 


unknown parts of northern Caledonia. 


The Picts seemed to be pretty fearless and merciless warriors, but busy by clans fighting against other clans, 
so the Romans -especially Caesar - finally decided that the Empire just had to wait until the Picts would have 
slaughtered up themselves, and then the land could easily be added to the Roman Empire. 


Jasonn had left Caledonia a long time ago - how long Larsius didn't know - and had joined the Roman legion in 
Britannia as a foreign legionnaire. 

But his outstanding capabilities and techniques during hand-to-hand-fighting had been noticed very quickly, and 
after that he soon had got a very well-paid security man and, finally, personal bodyguard of high-ranked 
military members. 


One of these officers took him to Rome with him, and had the bad idea to visit his good friend Larsius. 


Larsius caught sight of Jasonn and watched him for a while. 


Then he decided that he HAD to have Jasonn, whatever it might cost. 


And if Larsius really wanted something - Larsius always got it! 


Now, Jasonn looked at him and gave him a shimmer of a smile. 


"Marcus Tullius Cicero just arrived, senator", he said. "He is waiting in your study." 

"Oh, fuck", Larsius groaned and rolled his eyes. “Cicero! What does he want NOW?" 

‘I'm sorry, but he hadn't told me, senator", Jasonn stiffly answered. 

"AAAWWW! .. No, no, nol" Larsius sneered. "NO! | don't like the fucker. He's a slimy bastard!" 


He hung his head for a moment and groaned. Then he straightened his body and stood up, glaring at Jason and 
Jamyz. 


"Well, there's no way out. | have to let myself get bored to death by fucking Cicero." 


"Who's Cicero?" Jamyz asked after Larsius had left Kiruk's bedroom. 


Jasonn sat down on the edge of the bed, smiling at Jamyz. 

“Cicero is a famous Roman rhetorician, also an author .. Its said his stuff might be good but | haven't read 
anything yet. Oh, and Larsius says that Cicero usually has to revise Caesar's own manuscripts, and that's 
pretty hard work because Caesar seems to be a completely boring writer. 


Jamyz started to laugh but then Jasonr's lips were on his, and they both softly moaned and sighed. 
Jasonn wrapped his arm around Jamyz' torso and hold him tight while he stroked the blond mane with his 
other hand. 

In the meantime Jamyz had his right arm got around Jason's neck, softly tugging at the thick chestnut- 


coloured braid. 


His lips still close to Jasonn's, Jamyz whispered: "Loosen up your hair..Please. | wanna touch it, and | wanna feel 
it on my skin" 


Jasonn gave a moan, then he whispered: "I want you so much, Jamyz! | want you to touch and to feel every 


part of my body ... Oh, | just want that | could get laid down beside you, and want to..” 


He deeply breathed in and straightened his body, biting his lower lip for a moment. Then he touched Jamyz' lips 


with his fingertips and lightly shook his head. 


"But not now ... I'm still on duty." 
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Kiruk stared at Larsius, frowning. 


"Don't you tell me you really think about taking part on that orgy, Larsius", he said, shaking his head in 
disbelief. 


"But | have to", Larsius answered. 
He restlessly paced off his study over and over again, his hands on his back, wringing them nervously. 


"| have to", he repeated and looked at Kiruk. "Cicero told me that Caesar gets paranoid and thinks I'm planning 
to blame him all over Rome and the senate and whatever because of sexual perversion or having injured me 


on purpose .." 
"But that's pretty correct. He HAS injured you badly." 


"Yes, yes, yes." Larsius gave a desperate groan. "But you know how much he hates just to be reminded of his 
former male lovers. He always states he isn't interested in guys and never had been. So, logically, | have to be 
a liar, and liars have to die, especially if they try to accuse the Great Imperator - who is also Pontifex 


Maximus, by the way - of constantly getting to satisfy his perverted lust and longing for violence .." 
"But everybody already knows he is a perverted fucker", Kiruk calmly said. 


"That's of NO INTEREST", Larsius shot back, his green eyes narrowing. "Caesar will blame it on me. You know 


him." 
Kiruk sighed and nodded. He ran all his fingers through his long and dark hair, brushing it over his shoulders to 


his back. 
He looked tired. 


"I think it would be better to stay away from him and the senate for a while", he said, eyeing Larsius. "Let's 


tell them you became seriously diseased and ..." 


"All of a sudden? Come onl" Larsius gave a bitter sneer. "By Jupiter! You must be mad, Kiruk. Caesar's spies 


will get him informed that this isn't true in the blink of an eye." 


He shook his head and stared at the floor for a while. 
Then he looked at Kiruk again. 


| have to follow his invitation to this orgy", he said. "And while I'm there | have to talk to him in private to 


bring him to his senses." 


Kiruk laid his head back to the nape of his neck and moaned. 


"You must be mad, too!" he whispered. 


In the meantime Jasonn sat on the edge of Kiruk's bed and massaged Jamyz' left arm. Because of his therapy 
the tissue swelling was very much better. But Jamyz couldn't use his arm and his muscles, so the tissue 


fluids would have got his arm swollen again without Jasonn's massage. 


Besides, Jamyz loved to get his “just-for-therapeutics" massage. 
With his eyes half closed he quietly moaned in pleasure. 
If he would been able to purr he would have done it. 


Jasonn smiled. 
He has poured a small amount of olive oil into his hands, also on Jamyz' left arm, and his fingers easily slid 
over Jamyz' skin and muscles, now. 


His chief assistant was in duty, now, so Jasonn was free to stay with Jamyz. 


None of his inferiors had seen him with a woman - or a man - before. They all thought Jasonn wasn't sexually 


interested in common. 


But at first, Lidia had ried to seduce him, and also Aurelia had been stunned of his good looks and had sneaked 
around him, clearly in love. 


Lidia quickly got it that he wasn't interested but in Aurelia's case Jason had to be very tactfully. 


But he had to talk to her earnestly -but nicely - to make clear that he, although he felt honoured by her 
very kind attention to his person, would never think about doing anything immoral with a girl who had been so 
much younger than him, also he would never touch the daughter of his boss because that would had been 


very immoral, too. 
First, there had been tears - but not for a very long time because Aurelia remembered her social position as 
a rich senator's daughter, also a step-niece of the Great Imperator himself. 


So, Jasonn had been out of question, anyway. He wasn't rich, he was no Roman, and he was just the bodyguard 


of Aurelia's father. 
No way! 


Jasonn had been quite happy about the returning of the arrogant behaviour of the young lass. 
He also turned down every other attempt to make a pass at him, and he didn't talk much about his past. 


Just Kiruk knew about the deep sadness and loneliness inside Jasonn, although Jasonn hadn't told him very 


much, too. 


Now, everybody in Larsius' household whispered behind his back about his interest in another man, because it 
seemed to come out of the blue. 

Jasonn helped Kiruk a lot to take care of the injured Cheruskian - he never had done anything like this before 
- AND he used to sleep with him in Kiruk's bed 


Well, Kiruk slept with Larsius but everybody knew they were lovers. 

Jasonn didn't care. 

His fingers got to Jamyz' left upper arm and shoulder, massaging and loosening up the tensed muscles. 
‘Mmmhhhh", Jamyz moaned. "Oohh! This is so good!" 

"You like it?" Jason smiled at him. 

"Yeah! .. Ooohhh! So good, Jasonn" 

He closed his eyes while his lips still were parted. 

Jasonn couldn't resist. He bent over and kissed Jamyz' lips. 


Jamyz laid his arm around Jason's neck, his hand holding the back of Jason's head, and kissed back. 
They deepened the kiss, lips wide open, their tongues playing and exploring and stimulating. 


Jamyz' hand ran down Jason's back and got lose the linen ties around Jasonn's braid then he tried to loosen 


up his hair, too, but that wasn't easy because he just had one hand to do so. 


Finally, Jasonn had to laugh and solved his lips off Jamyz'. He briefly wiped away the oil on his right hand with 


a linen towel then he slowly loosened his hair, never breaking eye contact to Jamyz. 


Jamyz ran his fingers through those long strands of intensely chestnut colour. Jason's brows had the same 
colour. And there were a lot of freckles on his face and on his arms - but his skin had the paleness of the 
Celts. 

Exactly like Jamyz’. 


While looking at Jasonn, Jamyz softly started to sing. 


Jasonn's eyes widened and his lips parted. 
Jamyz was a highly talented singer, although he hadn't warmed up his voice, now, before starting to sing at 
Jasonn: 


The wind begins to blow 
They call ‘em the Highland wind 
Over the hills and the lochs ʻe grows 


Because the storm wind is ready to come 


Don't blow away my sad feelings 
So forlorn and bitter and cold 
Don't blow away my sad feelings 


I'm forlorn and bitter and cold 


There's the black surface of water 
Of a dark and deep lonely loch 
Reflecting my sadness all harder 
And grows up the stone in my heart 


Don't blow away my sad feelings 
So forlorn and bitter and cold 
Don't blow away my sad feelings 
I'm forlorn and bitter and cold 
So bitterly cold ... 


Jason couldn't hold back his tears any longer, and he desperately shook his head and touched Jamyz' lips with 
his shaking fingers to make him stop. 


"Please, don't .. don't .. Please ..Jamyz!" 


His hair had been fallen over his face because he had hung his head. 


Shivers ran through his body, while he tried to regain control about his composure again 


Jamyz brushed back the hair on the left side of Jasonn's head and softly lifted his head with his fingers 


beneath Jason's chin 
"No, don't .." Jasonn hoarsely whispered and tried to turn away his head 
"Sshhh", Jamyz whispered back. *Sshh! .. Let me hold you" 

"No, please ..” 

"shhh!" 


Jamyz softly pulled him onto his left shoulder and his chest and Jasonn gave in by cuddling up to Jamyz, 


crying. 
Jamyz stroked his hair and kissed his forehead and temple but said nothing. 


He waited. 


Jason relaxed more and more while he laid in Jamyz' arms. He wiped away the last tears then his hand 


stroked Jamyz' chest, very softly and slowly. 


"Ie loved him so much", he whispered. "We loved each other since our childhood and we were always close... 
But then we got lovers .. Kenneth and | got lovers. | was so .. so happy to have him ... Well, | was the Laird, 
but the rules of the clans of all Picts say that a successor to his title has to be another son of his own 


mother, or if there's none, the son of a daughter of the Laird's mother. So, no male descendant of the Laird 


himself would get the title." 


He deeply sighed. "| had two younger brothers, so nobody had a problem with their Laird being with another 


man. 


He paused. 
Jamyz softly stroked his head and his hair. 


"What happened?" he quietly asked. 


Jasonn gave a low and desperate moan. 


"I had left the property with most of my warriors to join the other clans in fighting back the Romans .. 
Kenneth and the rest of my men were supposed to stay and to protect our folks .. Well, on the battlefield we 
killed most of the Romans and the rest ran away as fast as they could do ... But in the interim my clans folks 
had been attacked by the MacLews clans men, and the fuckers showed no mercy." 


He had to pause because there were tears in his eyes again. 
Some minutes later he continued: "We arrived at our home and found everybody dead .. Kenneth had been 


slaughtered up .. to.. to make sure he couldn't wake up from the dead again ..." 


Violent shudders ran though Jasonn's body. 
Jamyz held him tight. 


First, | wanted to die, too", Jasonn whispered. "But then my men brought me back to some senses - with their 
fists, | have to add. We left our property and made our way to Britannia. There, we parted. But we swore to 


come back and to claim back our property. 
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Chapter 15 


Jamyz still held Jasonn close, stroking him. 


There was silence for a while. 
Then Jamyz asked: „How long have you been with Kenneth?" 
Jason deeply breathed in He sat up to face Jamyz. But he still held Jamyz' hand between his. 


„We were lovers for four years. Our love had slowly been grown over the years - we were close since our 


childhood". 


He slightly lowered his head and looked down to his hands, still holding Jamyz', while he softly stroked the back 
of Jamyz' hand with his thumbs. 
Then, he lifted his head again and looked into Jamyz' blue eyes. 


i've thought that Kenneth had been the one and only love of my life. But .. but | was wrong’, he quietly said. „l 
.. | still do love Kenneth ... But now | know that the love I've felt for Kenneth was nothing compared to the .. 
the feelings | have for you, Jamyz" 


He paused, anxiously looking at Jamyz. 


Jamyz gave him a light nod to make him go on. 


i've stopped you dead by trying to attack Larsius", Jasonn said. „You know it had been very effectively, so you 
fell down to the floor, and | had to walk over to get the whip's lash off your neck". 


Jamyz nodded. „Yes, that was ...| thought | would die .. | had been so exhausted and weak .. And, maybe | 
wanted to die. But .. but ...". 


„| never would have killed you", Jasonn urgently said. »Never!" 

A shiver ran through his body, and he paused again, then he said: „The moment | turned you around - to your 
back - and | saw your eyes, and your lips, and your beautiful hair, | was lost - totally lost and stunned ... It 
felt as if a lightning flash had hit me with full force ..lt had been so hard and difficult to hide that ... But 
Larsius nevertheless must have seen it and got furious, and | think this made him order me to whip you.” 


Tears were in his eyes again, and he lowered his head. 


Jamyz touched his wet cheek with his fingertips then he softly wiped off the tears on Jasonn's cheeks and 
eyelashes. 


„You've done what you had to do, baby", he whispered. „You couldn't have done otherwise .. And you've done 
well - compared to all those Roman fuckers with their fucking whips switches, or their fists and feet by 


beating me up again and again while | had been tied up You've done well." 


Jasonn gave a desperate and quiet moan of deep sadness, not able to look at Jamyz. His long hair partly 
covered up his face because he still had lowered his head. 


Jamyz laid his fingers under Jasonn's chin to carefully lift his head. 
wasonn, please look at me", he softly said. „Look at me. | want to see your beautiful eyes, baby." 


Jasonn hesitated for a moment then he finally lifted his head and looked at Jamyz. 


One pair of blue eyes met the other one. 


ul love you", Jamyz whispered while he softly ran his fingertips over Jasonn's cheek. ul love you so much, 


Jasonn ..From the very first moment on" 


„Please, don't do this", Kiruk desperately said, staring hard at Larsius. 
its too DANGEROUS! Believe me". 


„| do believe you", Larsius answered, nervously biting his usually perfectly manicured fingernails. „But | have to 


go". 


„Oh, no, no, nol .. Nol You are mad." 


Kiruk hung his head for a moment then looked at Larsius again, frowning. 


He felt so deeply tired. 
And he knew that Larsius couldn't be stopped. He sighed. 


„Very well now ... But | will escort you". 


„You will NOT!" Larsius wildly stared at him. „You've got crazy, or what? .. No way you'll set a foot inside this 
fucking palace. Might | remind you how Caesar continuously has disgraced you and has treated you like a 
worthless piece of shit .. Just because you had been with him, and not this fucker Nikomedes." 


Kiruk shrugged. 
"It didn't bother me. I've done a good job as his Medicus and he fucking knew that very well. He paid me well, 
and | preferred not to notice his offences .. But I've shed no tears when he decided to give my pretty ass to 


you as a generous present." 


"He wanted to get rid of you - that had been all", Larsius said and groaned. "He had noticed me staring at you 
every time I've seen you and so he quickly took the opportunity to send you away AND to let the fucking thing 
look like a generous present to his very best friend Larsius. Just because he wanted to fuck me without 


asking, whenever he wanted to fuck me." 


He rubbed his face with his hands, also tired. 
‘lm pretty sure that Caesar would easily find a way to blame the death of your fucking uncle on you ... 


„Oh, COME ON! | haven't seen my uncle for years. | couldn't have done any harm to him". 


"Doesn't matter!" Larsius insisted. „l'm pretty sure he'll come up with some hired monstrous demons, or a 
horde of murderous druids which had assassinated his former lover, king Nikomedes, because you've ordered 
them to do so". 


„This is complete NONSENSE, and | really don't know how you can think of anything like this. Its PERVERTED! ... 
And why, THE FUCK, should | just have THOUGHT about getting murdered my uncle? There would be still had 
been fifteen or sixteen assholes in wait to get the fucking throne before me. And they had and still have 
nothing else to do every fucking day and night as to think about how to get rid of the higher ranked fuckers 
without leaving a trace to get their ass on the throne. This isn’t funny! .. These assholes are mentally 
retarded, all of them! .. But it's pretty easy to understand that there could be nothing of worth inside their 
heads, ‘cause there can't be much intellectual power inside your brain if you won't do anything else than 
fantasising about murder, murder, murder! .. BESIDES, I'm NOT interested in that fucking throne! ... | would be a 
complete idiot if | would try to just to get my ass near that fucking throne, and .. AAAWWW!" 


Kiruk's dark eyes glared at Larsius furiously, glowing wildly, and the owner of these eyes stomped his foot in 
rage, while had to catch his breath. 


Larsius stared back at him, stunned, and then he smiled all of a sudden. 
„You are S000 cute when you are going nuts, baby. | love that!" 
His lips were on Kiruk's at the very same moment Kiruk had opened them to protest. 


So, Kiruk couldn't go on with his tirade. At first he still was tensed up but the caressing of Larsius' lips 
completely distracted him. 
He wrapped his arms around Larsius’ waist to hold him tight. 


Larsius just wore one a white senator's tunica with the wide stripe of purple around his waist. But the belt 
with his dagger over his left hip covered up a part of the stripe. 
It was a sign of best manners to ignore that fact and to be girt on properly. 


When Caesar had got a senator, he used to wear his belt very loosely to make sure it didn't cover up the 
stripe of purple to let everybody know about his status as a senator of the Roman Empire. 


But everybody had laughed behind his back about his embarrassing attitude and annoying vanity. 


Now, Kiruk gave himself to Larsius, hungrily kissing back. Larsius held him tight, too, and his hard cock rubbed 


against Kiruk's erection. 


Kiruk had to gasp for air, throwing back his head to the nape of his neck. 
His dark hair fell down his back, and he panted and moaned, his dark eyes almost closed and his lips parted. 


Larsius thrust his hips against Kiruk's, groaning in pleasure. 
He burrowed the fingers of his left hand into Kiruk's hair and brought back Kiruk's lips on his own, kissing 


them passionately. 


Then, he broke the kiss and whispered: "Come to bed, baby! | want to fuck you!" 


At the same time Jasonn laid beneath Jamyz who did him with hard and deep thrusts. 
Jasonn had his feet down on the mattress to get enough power to forcefully meet Jamyz' thrusts, slamming 
up his pelvis while Jamyz hips were between Jasonn's spread and bend legs. 


Jamyz was on his elbows and lower arms, putting the most weight on his right arms, his left lower arm and 


hand flatly laid down onto the bed. He had both elbows pushed into Jasonn's armpits. 


They both moaned and cried in pleasure and lust. Jasonn's head fell back onto the cushion while he tried to 


steady himself by firmly gripping Jamyz' upper arms. 


Jamyz had told him he would top him to see him laying there underneath him going wild in his ecstasy. 
And Jasonn madly had wanted to be taken by Jamyz. 
At the beginning he was in fear that the hard sex could have been too much for Jamyz - but not for a very 


long time. 


He helplessly moaned and then cried out, feeling his orgasm coming up forcefully. 
"Oh, oh ... oh, Jamyz .. Jamyz, l'm coming .. l'm l'm Ooohhh!" 


His orgasm hit him with full force, getting him tensed up, moving by instinct. It hadn't been necessary to touch 
him himself because the friction of Jamyz' lower abdomen against his erect cock had been enough, also the 
look of Jamyz face in ecstasy and the sweat on his forehead and temples and shoulders while Jamyz' blond 


mane hung done on him. 


Just some seconds later Jamyz came, too, crying out again and again, still thrusting hard into Jasonn until he 


froze, his muscles tensed up. 


He fell down on Jasonn's body, panting and moaning. 

Jasonn tried to hold him tight with his arms around him but he was too weak to do so. 
His arms limply fell back onto the bed. 

He breathed as hard as Jamyz. 


They were relaxed and exhausted, deeply satisfied. 

And then they got sleepy more and more. 

Jasonn finally got Jamyz off him, ignoring Jamyz' murmured protests. 

He grabbed a linen towel off the pile on the nightstand and cleaned up himself and his already half sleeping 
lover, and then he pulled the blankets up to their shoulders. 


Murmuring in satisfaction Jamyz cuddled up to him. 


Jason softly kissed him. 


"I love you, Jamyz", he whispered. 
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Kiruk left Larsius' study and made his way to the atrium of the villa. 


At first he wanted to have a look at Jamyz and to take care of his wounds. 


He thought about the other things he had to get done during the day to make sure that everything in the 


large household was running up to his - and Larsius' - satisfaction. 


On his way to the atrium he had to pass by one of the young slaves he had to command who was on his 
knees and busy cleaning up the marble floor of the hallway to the atrium. 


Kiruk frowned and came to a sudden halt, staring at the slave in disgust. The poor slave didn't look at him but 
swept the floor with more verve than before, slightly trembling in fear to get busted and whipped because of 
doing his work too insufficient, or just have got into Kiruk's way. 


"Well, this looks very good", Kiruk said to him and smiled. "Your technique nearly is perfect, my dear." 

The slave nearly jumped and hastily lifted his head to stare at Kiruk wide-eyed then he risked a shy smile. 
Kiruk gave him another smile. 

"But | think you shouldn't use too much soap in your cleaning water - this is a little too much, | am sorry | 


have to say - becouse the beautiful marble of the floor will go blunt if there's too much soap on it" 


"Oh!" The slave looked at the marble floor then back at Kiruk. "I .. im sorry, master ... | didn't want to... l'm 


sorry .. | will." 


Kiruk charmingly smiled again 
"You will surely want to clean up the remnants of the soap with pure water after you've done with that, and 
I'm also sure that you had in mind to polish the marble to make it shine again after you had cleaned up the 


floor, haven't you?" 


The young slave blushed. 


"Oh, yes, yes, master .. Yes, | wanted to do that ... I'll polish it up to make it shine .." 


"Very good’, Kiruk softly said, giving him a graceful nod. "Go on, my dear .. Very good work so far, as | have 


said. You do well". 


"Thank you .. Thank you very much, master", the slave happily answered, a little breathless, looking adoringly 
at Kiruk. 


Kiruk gave him a nod and a smile and left him alone while the slave very eagerly went on to clean up the floor, 
happy to have pleased his master and wanting to do his very best to make Kiruk proud of having a slave who 


was worthy to clean up the expensive marble floor of the villa 


In the atrium Kiruk met Jasonn who came back from the gym where he had drilled his underlings to make 


sure that they always stayed in their very best shape for doing their work as the senator's security personal. 


Jasonn used to be a pretty merciless slave driver but nonetheless he was very well respected by his men. 
They knew he never would have asked the impossible, and that he kept himself in best shape by working out 
hard, too. 

Also they very well knew that he easily would have defeated every single one of them in a hand-to-hand fight 


- no matter if his counterpart would have been taller or more muscular than him. 


Now, Kiruk smiled at Jasonn, and Jasonn smiled back. 


His blue eyes sparkled 


"Hey, Jasonn ... Wow, you look happy .. REALLY happy’, Kiruk said and eyed Jasonn up and down, "REALLY, 
REALLY happy". 


Jasonn quietly laughed. 
"I AM happy’, he answered. 


Kiruk affectionately patted his arm then grabbed him to drag him out into the beautiful garden of the villa 


It was such a wonderful morning. 
"Hey, hey, hey", Jasonn protested. "I'm on duty’. 
"You can be on duty in the garden too’, Kiruk replied with a grin and let go of Jason's arm. 


Jasonn sighed and shrugged but then gave in and followed Kiruk to his favourite place near a beautiful fountain 


with a large round basin of white marble. 


In the middle of the fountain's basin dominated a group of statues, also from white marble with stripes of 
glittering crystals, interpreting some water nymphs dancing around a marble rock what seemed to be the 
source of the fountain's jets of water. 

They got shot up high into the sky then felt apart to myriads of glittering drops of water, elegantly coming 


down again to the surface of water of the basin. 
Kiruk loved this fountain. 


Unfortunately, those two ugly Egyptian obelisks - also presents of Caesar to his favourite senator - stood 
nearby, so Larsius didn’t love the fountain as much as Kiruk loved it, because Larsius hated the obelisks. 


Now, Kiruk sat down on a bench of white marble near the fountain and Jasonn sat down beside him. 
Kiruk turned his head to look at him, smiling. 


"Jamyz is beautiful, isn't he?" he softly asked. 
Jasonn's face lit up. "Yes, he is." 
His tone sounded warm and affectionate. 


And Kiruk couldn't remember of having seen the Pict so relaxed and happy ever before. 


‘lm so glad’, he softly said. "You deserve to be happy, Jasonn. | always wanted you to have somebody to love 


~ And to be loved by somebody, too". 

Jasonn smiled, a little shy, looking at the glittering water of the fountain. 

"| never thought | would be able to fall into love again, after I've .. I've lost the man | had been with until he 
had been killed by those murderers of the MacLews clan", he said in a low tone, lowering his head. "But this 
happened a long time ago. And now ..”" 


He paused. 


"And now Caesar thought about giving this Cheruskian slave as a present to his beloved senator Larsius", Kiruk 
calmly said. 


"Yes." Jasonn slowly nodded then looked at Kiruk 
"| love him so much, Kiruk. And I'm realizing now that the love | have shared with Kenneth never had this 


certain intensity and depth like the love I'm feeling for Jamyz .. |... | still really cant believe that he loves me, 


too. It seems to be a dream". 


"This isn't a dream, Jason. You are wide awake", Kiruk said affectionately. "And you saved Jamyz' life by 
returning from Rome just in time. He wanted to die - his will to live had been broken. He thought you wouldn't 
come back to take care of him because he just had been another unworthy slave whom you had to get 
whipped and then left him alone. So, he didn't wanted to be fed, and! have to admit that | forced him to drink 
some water by bringing down a tube into his throat .. He was so weak but struggled like a lion, so he had to 


be held down by three men". 


Jason hung his head, breathing in and out deeply. 


There was silence for a moment. 

"Yes, he told me about this", Jason finally said. "He told me, too, that he wanted to hate you but he couldn't 
because he felt that you really cared about him and wanted him to live. He just .. he just couldn't believe you 
when you always insisted in making it clear to him that | would come back". 


Kiruk sighed then patted Jasonn's thigh. "I know". 


Again he eyed Jasonn, smiling, then asked: "You made love to him the last night, right? .. You have this certain 


look, y'know ..So, have you done him?" 


Jason threw back his head and laughed. 
Then he looked back into Kiruk's dark eyes and said: "Not exactly ..Well, HE has done ME". 


Kiruk was stunned. 


He blinked, his mouth open, and he was completely out of words for a moment. 
Jasonn grinned. 


Kiruk cleared his throat and ran his fingers through his hair. 
"He .. he did YOU?" he finally managed to croak. 


"Exactly". 


"But, seriously, Jasonn, this has to be a joke .. Jamyz is still too weak to fuck a guy like you", Kiruk gave a 


groan. "Much too weak". 


"lve thought so, too", Jasonn answered, grinning. "But never trust a Cheruskian if he tells he's weak .. Jamyz is 


a wild lion, and | never have got fucked with such an intensity’. 


"Oh!" Kiruk started to giggle. "The wild lion with the blond mane - laying on top of you and fucking your brains 
out ... | think | like that". 


He sighed, very pleased. 


He and Jasonn sat there in silence for a while, watching the jets of water of the fountain. 


Then Kiruk said: "Larsius got an invitation to an orgy at Caesar's palace. The Imperator wants to celebrate his 
latest triumph on the battlefield in Germania’. 


Jason abruptly turned his head to stare at Kiruk in disbelief, his blue eyes wide. 
He shook his head. 


"You are kidding me", he said, frowning. 

lim NOT kidding you", Kiruk calmly replied. 

Jasomn still stared at him and then groaned. He rubbed his face with his hands. 

"Caesar must be mad if he thinks that Larsius would take part at such an orgy, getting drunk about his ass, 
also getting annoyed by the best known whores of Rome, female or male, and having to eat such perverted 


things like those roasted tongues of nightingales, or these awful tasting and slimy looking black shitty particles 
what ..." 


"Caviar", Kiruk casually said. "The shitty particles - as you like to describe it - are called Caviar, you 
barbarian, and they are the eggs of the sturgeon, very rare, very expensive .. The best stuff has to be 
imported from countries which have been parts of the former Persian Empire. Besides, Larsius loves to eat 


Caviar - lots of it - especially if he can get the stuff for free". 

"Ah? Jasonn glared at him with blank eyes then shrugged. "Well. Whatever". 

He paused and rubbed his face once more then sighed and lifted his head again. 

"But in this case he won't get these disgusting slimy eggs of a fucking fish for free, and you know that very 
well, Kiruk". 

He narrowed his eyes. 

"Larsius will have to pay for it with his own mouth, or his own ass - or whatever Caesar would want to fuck 
him in’. 


"Yes, this might be possible", Kiruk whispered, lowering his head. 


His dark, thick and curly hair partly covered up his face, shadowing it in the bright morning sun light, but 


Jasonn nevertheless was able to see the sadness in the dark eyes of his friend. 


"This WILL be possible", he said and then laid back his head to the nape of his neck He had to blink because of 


the sunshine. 


"This WILL be possible, Kiruk", he calmly repeated. "There is no question about this fact.. Caesar will rape him 
again, and this time he will rape him to death. So, please don't let him go to Rome. He will get a dead man if he 


ever sets a foot into this palace again’. 


The Present Of Caesar - Chapter I 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter I1 now. Enjoy! 


The Present Of Caesar 


Chapter I1 


„| hope you don't mind that | brought along those guys, Gaius Julius", Larsius said in a very smooth-tongued 
tone, give a charming smile to the Great Imperator. 


Caesar frowned, staring at Larsius' entourage in anger and disgust. 


His intense blue eyes slightly narrowed at the sight of Kiruk who stood some steps behind Larsius, looking at 


Caesar with innocent dark eyes as if he didn't know what was going on 


"Kiruk repeatedly begged me to allow him to come along and to make it possible that he could have a look at 
the Great Imperator after not having seen him such a long time", Larsius smoothly went on. "I have to admit 
that | couldn't stand his annoyingly begging any longer, so | had to take him with me .. He constantly used to 
kiss my feet in such a disgusting way, really - | had to bring him with me to make him stop". 


Caesar eyed Kiruk again, clearly not very amused. It was easy to be seen that he wasn't very fond of Kiruk. 
Then he glared at Larsius once more. 

"Hmm, now .. | see .. How embarrassing of him to kiss you feet. Perverted. Really perverted’, he coldly said. 
"Well, in that case .. he may stay. But he has to stay in the background’. 

"Of course, he will’, Lars answered, smiling charmingly. 

Caesar's gaze wandered to Jamyz. 

At first, his eyes were blank but then widened because it had hit him why this tall and well-built guy with the 
blond mane looked so familiar to him. 


He gave a very low hiss but was in control of his composure again just a split second after he had lost her. 


"Ah, | see, you remember the slave you have sent to my as such a very generous present of yours, m 
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honoured Imperator". 


Larsius tone was as slippery as an eel now. He charmingly smiled at Caesar - but his green eyes seemed to be 


as cold as ice. 


"I am so glad you gave him to me, Gaius Julius. Now, he's a barbarian .. a Cheruskian barbarian, and as it has 
turned out he is a famous musician somewhere from Northern Germania .. A very talented one, by the way, 


so | wanted to bring him with me to make him pleasure you with his music". 


Caesar narrowed his eyes by staring daggers at Larsius. His thin lips twisted. 
He scanned Larsius' facial expression to check out if the senator knew anything about what had happened 


between him and Jamyz. 


And he remembered very well to be bitten by Jamyz while he had his cock deeply rammed down the 
Cheruskian's throat. This wasn't easy to forget. 


Caesar was a very slim and tall man, his hair of dark blond. 

His vanity had been compromised more and more by the thinning of his hair on his upper head, so he started 
to cover up his receding hairline by constantly wearing the laurel wreath, given to him as a prize and a sign of 
honour because of his numerous triumphal victories over the enemies of the Roman Empire and, of course, 
over his worst enemy, this usurper Scipio who had tried to take over the ruling authority over the Roman 


Empire, 
Also, he didn't like to wear his pretty expensive clothing more than once. But he didn't want everyone to know 
about this extravagancy, so he used to order every toga, every richly embroidered tunica and every scarf to 


be delivered in lots of copies. 


Of course, everybody knew that he did so, and everybody laughed behind his back. 


Again, he coldly looked at Jamyz who gave him an innocent smile. 
"So, he is a musician?" He sneered. "Who had thought that?" 


"Yes, at first | didn't know, too", Larsius casually said, waving a hand. "| must admit that | had to get the slave 

whipped because he didn't want to cooperate .. And the fucking whipping executioner who did the whipping must 
have broken the hand of the slave, too, as it looks. That's really bad .. But | had no other choice. | HAD to get 

him whipped. | HAD to give this order, really." 


"Ah?" Caesar's smiled sadistically. "Well, now you have to do these things if a slave doesn’t want to submit. But 


sometimes it does wonders to his ability to cooperate, so the idea usually is a very good one ..Very good 


indeed." 
It HAD to be done". Larsius casually shrugged. "He tried to kill me." 
"Oh?" Caesar eyed Jamyz up and down, very interested now. "Really?" 


"Really", Larsius answered with a sigh. "And Kiruk had to drug him, too. And he still has to drug him to calm 
him down. But now he's such a pleasure to look at and to listen at .. Well, he doesn't speak Latin so much, just 
a few words, but Kiruk still thinks that the guy could learn a little more. Unfortunately, he isn't able to write 
or to read, and he seems to be somewhat retarded, so | personally don't think that there's a chance to teach 
him how to speak Latin .. But luckily he is a very good singer, and he can sing in Latin without getting the 
slightest clue about what he's singing’. 


"How fascinating", Caesar dryly said, again glaring at Jamyz. 
Jamyz gave him his best dumb smile. 


He held the lyre what Kiruk had given to him in his left arm. 
He had no problem to play her because he just needed his right hand to do so - after he had adjusted the 
tension of the strings. Usually he preferred to play the Celtic harp, and he was a talented drummer, too. 


Larsius hadn't heard him sing or just play the lyre, yet, but that doesn't matter. 
Jamyz had told him that he never would accept a 'no' as answer to his request to go to Rome with them 
because Jasomn had to escort Larsius, and Jamyz wanted to be with Jasonn. 


And that Larsius just had to trust him about his talents as a musician. 


Larsius gave in because he knew that Jamyz - broken fingers, or not - also was a brave warrior who would 


have protected Larsius' life as good as possible, too, if necessary. 
And Larsius was in fear. 


And his fear was of a deep and black coldness what had got him frozen to deadly ice. 


Caesar got distracted for some moments by his major domus who had approached to tell the Great Imperator 
how many guests had arrived yet, and that, maybe, there would be needed more amphorae of wine as planned, 
because ‘certain guests’ had brought a lot of unexpected companions, so they had to stock up on their food 
and wine. 


With that he shot an evil glance at Larsius. 


Larsius gave him a pleased smile and slightly batted his eyelashes at him. 


The man blushed and had to clear his throat. 


"Well, then tell the master of my wine cellars he had to bring up more amphorae", Caesar ordered in an 
indignant tone, his blue eyes staring coldly at his major domus. "This shouldn't be very difficult to do". 


"Oh, not at all, not at all, my Imperator", the major domus slimily answered, bowing at Caesar. "Thank you so 
much for giving me your kind permission, my Imperator. | beg your pardon for having taken up any of your 


precious time, my Imperator .." 
"Yes, yes, yes". Caesar waved his hand, annoyed. "Dismissed!" 
The major domus assiduously bowed at him once more then he scurried away. 


"Slimy asshole", Kiruk whispered, just audible to Jamyz and Jason 


Again, Caesar turned around to look at Larsius and his companions. 


Now he stared at Jasonn, eyeing him up and down, clearly getting curious more and more. 


He never had seen Jasonn before because Larsius' bodyguard always had to wait outside the palace or in the 
best case he was allowed to stay in the office of Caesar's Praetorian guards. 
He wasn't supposed to set a foot into the private rooms of the Great Imperator, so he couldn't do anything 


for Larsius if Caesar wanted to rape the senator. 


For this special event Jasonn completely had changed his outfit. 


He didn't wear his Roman warrior's armour. 
Jamyz nearly wasn't able to take his look away from him because Jasonn looked S000 good. 


Jasonn wore a large woollen plaid what he had draped around his body in such a refined way that it covered 
his narrow hips as a skirt, reaching down to his knees, while the rest of the plaid was wrapped around his 
upper body. 

The lose end of the plaid had got thrown over his left shoulder where a Celtic pin of gold, richly decorated by 


gemstones, held it on place. 


The plaid had been woven of fine wool of a very dark green, and showed a crossed pattern of small reddish 
and wider black and dark blue stripes. 


Jasonn's long chestnut-coloured hair wasn't hidden in a braid beneath his armour as usual. It fell down his back 


to his waist and down his chest. But he had done a handful of small braids on every side of his head which he 


had gotten to a knot at the back of his head, held together by another pin, also made of gemstone decorated 
gold. 


The left side of his forehead and his left temple he had covered up with a blue tattoo of a very complicated 
pattern 


This wasn't a permanent painting and was easily to remove. 


But not the tattoo what covered up his right shoulder, his right upper arm and his right upper back down to 
his shoulder blade. 


It was of a deep blue colour, too - nearly black - and showed an also very complicated pattern of intertwining 


stripes and lines around some figures - a dragon which was surrounded by thistles. 


This tattoo couldn't be removed because the colour had been gotten into the deepest layers of the skin by 


using heated needles by an artist of Jason's clan 


Larsius slightly lifted the right corner of his mouth as he saw Caesar's greedy look at Jasonn. 
The Great Imperator nearly DROOLED! 


"Gaius Julius, may | introduce to you Jasonn mac Nevsted, Laird of the Nevsted clan of Caledonia- a very good 


friend of mine, | am pleased to add." 


Caesar slightly narrowed his eyes. 
"Of .. Caledonia?" he asked, raising a brow. "This is interesting." 


| knew you would be interested", Larsius smoothly said. "The Laird, who's clan is of great nobility and power, 
would like to discuss the possibility of getting the large area of Northern Caledonia a part of the Roman 
Empire - if he would be supported by the Roman Empire and, of course, by Caesar himself, to get the elected 
king of all Caledonians". 


Caesar stared at Jasonn who didn't move a muscle in his face while he held Caesar's look. 


Then Caesar grinned. 


"Sounds good’, he said. "I think this could be arranged". 


‘Oh, fuck!" Jasonn hissed after Caesar had been dragged away by two other senators, both already drunken 
and pretty fat, and their two giggling and also drunken female escorts. 


The women were too young, too hot and too long-legged to be the wives of those senators, and they clearly 


had too much make up on their faces and showed too much of their skin, especially their very big tits. 


Larsius had to grin then looked at Jasonn, amused. 


"You have a problem, my Laird?" 

"COME ON!" Jasonn gritted his teeth, staring daggers at Larsius. 

Then he was back in control of his composure again. 

"How can you tell the fucker such a completely fucking story? What should | answer to him if he would want 
to hear some more details about my fucking desire to get the fucking king of the Caledonians? Do you know 
how many fucking clans are there, and every fucking clan wants to get the upper hand AND the whole 
kingdom, and there is no way... 

Kiruk and Jamyz grinned, and Larsius gave Jasonn a charming smile, jovially patting his cheek. 

"Do you know what's your problem is, my good mac Nevsted?" he asked in arrogant patience. 

Jasonn blankly stared at him. 

"You have NO fantasy", Larsius told him with a pleased smile. "AND you are such a POOR LIAR. Disgusting) .... | 
think this will mean A LOT of hard work to teach you how to lie properly without letting everybody know the 


very first moment that you are lying". 


"| don't wanna learn how to lie", Jasonn hissed. He cleared his throat. "Well, not to learn to lie to fuck off 


Caesar to be precise. That's not worth the effort." 
He paused, giving Larsius a mocking smile. 


"But don't you worry ... I'm a well-trained liar, and you never would get it if I'd lie to you every three minutes 


if | might wish to do so". 
Now Larsius was without words, gazing at Jasonn wide-eyed and blinking, his mouth still open 


Behind Jason's back Kiruk couldn't stop himself from giggling. 
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Caesar lifted his golden goblet - richly decorated with emeralds and rubies - and graciously smiled at Jamyz 
who ended his song with some harmonic chords on his lyre. The song had been a pretty slimy homage to 
Caesar. 

But Jamyz extraordinary talent as a singer had won the upper hand over Larsius' glorifying lyrics about the 


fucker who was constantly terrorizing him. 


"Very well done, very well, indeed", Caesar loudly said and nodded, looking around to see if the quests of his 
orgy agreed. 


The already mostly pretty drunken guests in the large hall applauded frantically and busied themselves to let 
the Imperator know how exactly and beautifully the verses described his brilliance and divinity. 


"Oh no, no, no, don't you say such ridiculous things", Caesar modestly said, giving them a pretty shy smile. "I'm 
not worthy to hear such compliments ... Too nice, too nice, really. Thank you SO much". 


Larsius could have thrown up on the spot. 
In the meantime Caesar had snapped his fingers and gave a nod to one of the many very beautiful slaves 
which were in wait to pleasure the guests. 


Immediately, the boy went over to Jamyz, hips swaying. 


He was a very pretty and very young boy, his short curly hair very dark and his skin of shimmering bronze. 
And he just wore a very short skirt of golden fabric and golden sandals. 


When he had reached him Jamyz looked at him with blank blue eyes. He knew very well what the boy was 
supposed to do but couldn't believe he should have done it in front of all those people. 


It didn't matter that most of the guests of the orgy already were doing very naughty things themselves, 


completely without shame, drunken and out of their minds. 


Jamyz really wasn't prude but these Romans seemed to be out of control. They had stuffed themselves with 
very bizarre looking and smelling and disgusting food - if it HAD been food, Jamyz wasn't sure about that - 
and had drained goblet after goblet of wine, continuously yelling for more. 


Larsius had got a little drunk, too, because otherwise he wouldn't have been able to stay, and he had eaten a 
lot of this caviar. 

Jamyz easily had identified those fish eggs because Kiruk and Jason had described them. 

AND - worst of all - Kiruk had given some of said caviar to Jamyz before he had started to sing, along with 
some wine, so Jamyz had to swallow down the slippery and salty mass. 


It had been DISGUSTING. 


Now, while the pretty young boy stroked Jamyz' arm, a group of also young and pretty female dancers 
appeared and started to dance around them to the music of some harps and drums. 

Laughter was to be heard from everywhere. 

The air was full of heavy scents of perfumes and oils, also the smoke of the torches and the smell of wine 


and food. 


Jamyz got nervous as the boy rubbed his delicious body against Jamyz' back. He quickly came up to his feet, 
the lyre still holding in his left arm. 

But the boy got the lyre and handed her over to another young slave. He stood in front of Jamyz, now, and 
his hands ran down the Cheruskian's chest then to his hips. 

His blond mane hung down as Jamyz grabbed the boy's shoulder with his right hand to push him back as soft 
as possible. 


"You better let him do this". 


This was Kiruk's voice - very low, very quiet. 


And he had spoken in Celtic. 


Jamyz turned his head to look at the prince but Kiruk just seemed to have passed by on his way to help 
himself with some more exotic fruits from the long tables with the food. 


He didn't look at Jamyz and the boy as he went back to his sofa where a rice young boy waited to be told how 


to pleasure Kiruk 


Never before he had spoken in Celtic language, so James hadn't known he was able to do so. Jamyz blushed as 
he thought of all those moments of Jasonn and him lovingly whispering in Celtic when they wanted not to be 
understood by Kiruk. 

All of a suudden Jamyz also thought about the light smiles on Kiruk's lips when had been in the same room 


with the both lovers. 


Now, he looked over at Larsius and Jasonn. 
Larsius facial expression was completely blank. He took small sips of the wine in his golden goblet. His green 


eyes were half closed. 


Jasonn was in control of his composure, too, but Jamyz knew that he must be shocked about the decadence 
and shamelessness of these Romans. 

Caesar had urged him to lay down on the sofa beside his because he wanted to get him drunken and to lose 
his tongue. 


Larsius laid on the sofa on Caesar's other side. 


Jasonn gave a small nod as a signal about his understanding of the situation to Jamyz and his agreement to go 


on. 


| front of Jamyz the boy dropped on his knees. His hands slid beneath Jamyz tunica and pulled at the knotted 
small ribbons of the waistband of his short linen pant, casually stroking his cock 

Jamyz couldn't help himself - he felt his cock harden. 

He still wanted to shove the young boy away but the tone in Kiruk's voice had made it clear to him that he 


would have risked too much if he would have done so. 


Caesar seemed to be very amused by watching Jamyz and the young slave. "The Barbarian is a little shy, isn't 
he?" 


He looked at Larsius, smiling cruelly. 


"Yes, maybe", Larsius casually said, and shrugged. "I guess they don't have orgies like this in Germania ... As 


you've said - barbarians. Just barbarians". 
Caesar grinned and glared over at Jasonn, now. 


Jasomn still didn't move a muscle in his face. He nearly looked bored. 

Caesar ran the tip of his tongue over his lips while he stared at Jason He didn't even try to hide his lust. 
Jasonns long hair hung down and seemed to be of a shimmering deep red in the flickering light of the torches. 
His tattoos clearly fascinated Caesar, and Larsius knew that the Imperator craved to touch them, also to bury 


his fingers in Jasonn's hair. 


As he noticed Jasonn's stoic face he turned around to look at Larsius, again. 


"Your friend mac Nevsted isn't used to orgies, too, | guess. He looks ... well, slightly shocked". 


Larsius raised his right brow. 
"That's right. They don't do orgies like this in Pictland. And being the Laird of a noble and powerful clan his 


behaviour always has to be exemplarily” 
"Ah? | see ." 


"And, besides, he is deeply in love with his wife, Gwynneth, and would never touch another woman. They have 
four children - two boys and two girls .. The girls are twins and really cute. Three years old. Really, really 


cute!" 

Larsius gave Caesar an innocent smile. 

Behind Caesar's back Jason stared at Larsius in disbelief. His blue eyes were wide. Maybe, he was a well- 
trained liar, too, but he never would have lied as smoothly as Larsius. 

"He is in love with his WIFE?" Caesar asked in a low tone. "Now, this is ... fascinating". 

He had to clear his throat then hastily drained off his goblet. 

In the blink of an eye a young slave was there to refill the goblet with wine. 

Caesar didn't even look at the slave. 


"Yes, very fascinating", Larsius said. "And very soon they'll have their fifth child’. 


"Ah?" 


Caesar was out of words for some seconds then he smiled at Larsius. 


"By the way - how is YOUR son, my dear Larsius?" 
Larsius smiled back. "Marius is very well, thank you. He had his fifth birthday just three days ago". 


"How nice. And he is such a pretty boy with his dark curls and those beautiful dark eyes .. You must be so 
proud of YOUR son". 


Larsius slightly narrowed his eyes. 
"I think that you know very well that Kiruk is Marius' father, my beloved Imperator", he calmly answered. 


"Oh? Really? How ... fascinating". 


"You think so?" Larsius didn't move a muscle in his face. 


"Well, you've told everybody that the boy is YOUR son and heir, my dear Larius", Caesar smugly replied. "But 
in reality he is NOT your son’. 


"He IS my son" Larsius coolly said. "I have acknowledged paternity, so he is legitimated as my heir". 


He raised his brow and bend over to Caesar to get him aware of the steely look of his green eyes. 
"But Marius is a very smart boy and had got it that he seems to be a copy of a certain dark-haired man who 


isn't born as a Roman ... So, Kiruk and | have told him everything about his origin’. 


Caesar stared into Larsius' green eyes and said: "I'm really impressed ... | hope the boy wasn't too shocked 


about this information". 


Larsius kept his smile. 
"Not at all, Gaius Julius, not at all. He is really happy to have two fathers. BESIDES, he is a prince of Bithynia, 


too, and if he would want it he could make use of his legitimate claim to the throne as a king of Bithynia". 


Caesar's eyes widened and he stared at Larsius, completely speechless. 


In the meantime the young boy, who still knelt in front of Jamyz, was busy to suck Jamyz' cock. 

Jamyz wasn't able to suppress his moans because it felt so intense. The boy must have sucked cock pretty 
often because he knew exactly what to do and how to do. He deep-throated Jamyz easily while he dug the 
fingers of one hand into Jamyz' hip and massaged Jamyz' balls with his other hand. 


Some of the drunken guests had a lot of fun by staring at them, and two men - both wearing a senator's 


tunica - jerked off by watching the scene. 


Jamyz felt helpless. He didn't want this but nevertheless couldn't stop the boy. 

So, he closed his eyes and laid his head to the nape of his neck. He tried to keep himself from thrusting into 
the mouth of the boy, and also tried to NOT touch the boy. But finally his need to come got too intense and 
he held the boy's head with his right hand to fuck him. But he just needed three thrusts then his orgasm 
exploded and he shot his load into the throat of the boy who swallowed all of it. 


Jamyz panted and sweat covered his face and his back 
He quickly pulled out and fell down on the chair he had used as he had played the lyre and sang. He properly 
rearranged his clothes then he looked down at the boy who knelt in front of him. 


‘lm sorry", he said in a low tone. "I haven't asked the Imperator for a blow job - delivered by such a young 


boy of his personnel’. 


The young slave smiled. "Don't worry, friend’, he softly answered. "I'm just a slave and l'm used to this job .. 
But nevertheless it has been a pleasure to taste you ‘cause you felt so good .. And you tried to be so careful 


and have treated me well". 


Jamyz breathed in deeply then smiled at the boy. He briefly stroked his cheek and the boy closed his eyes for 
a moment. 


Then he opened them again and sighed. "I have to go". 


He sprang to his feet and disappeared into the dark background before Jamyz could have said anything more. 
Jamyz sighed, too, and rubbed his face with his right hand. He needed some minutes to get enough power again 


to get up to his feet. 


He looked over at Jasonn. 

Jasonn gave him a small nod but then frowned and turned his head to his left side. 
Jamyz followed his glance. 

His heartbeat started to race all of a sudden. 


Larsius wasn't there any longer - and Caesar was gone, too. 
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Jamyz nearly panicked. 


Larsius and Caesar had left the orgy! 
Together? 


He looked around and noticed Kiruk who was on his feet again, too, and had backed off to one of the walls 


where the light was very dim. He made eye contact to Jamyz and gave a light nod. 

Jamyz tried to calm down his breath then bent and took his lyre. 

The lyre in his left arm he casually walked over to the chair beside Kiruk's sofa what had been his place 
before he had been ordered to sing. 

He softly laid the lyre down on the chair and straightened. 

Without looking at Kiruk he slowly approached him. 


"Larsius is gone", he whispered as he stood beside Kiruk 


"Yes, I've noticed. | guess he left the hall with Caesar", Kiruk whispered back. "The idiot wanted to have a word 
in private with the motherfucker to tell him that he had to stop to rape him". 


"Oh, fuck! This is such a stupid idea.. He must be crazy", Jamyz groaned. 

"He IS crazy", Kiruk answered in a low tone. 

His dark eyes scanned the scene in the large hall 

The orgy was going on heavily. A half naked woman, drunk about her ass, ran by in front of Kiruk and Jamyz, 


giggling and laughing shrilly. Three fat and bald senators tried hard to shorten the distance between her and 
them but that wasn't easy because they were drunk, too. 


One of them fell down, mumbling angrily because the others didn't stop to wait for him, then he decided to 
puke first, and after that he looked around and tried to follow his friends on his knees and hands. 


On one of the other sofas nearby another senator of the Roman Empire laid on his back, and one woman rode 
him, and another one practically sat on his face. He nearly wasn't able to breathe but nevertheless did his best 


to pleasure her while she greedily kissed the other woman 


Jamyz shook his head. 
"| don't believe this", he said. "This is AWFUL. Perverted!" 


Kiruk just shrugged. 
‘It's the usual for those orgies", he replied. "This orgy is pretty harmless. | have seen worse, believe me .. And 
especially most of the orgies of the prefects of the Roman Empire when they are staying in other countries 


are pretty much more perverted". 


He touched Jamyz arm. "But we have to find out what had happened to Larsius. Come on!" 


Jasonn already waited for them in the shadows at the end of the hall He looked alarmed. 
"What happened?" Kiruk asked and looked at him, trying to stay calm. 


"What happened? .. What do you think might have happened?" 


Jasonn gave a short and bitter laugh. 


"The fucker got it that he won't have a chance to go down on me because Larsius told him that | have four 
or five children - don't know exactly how many l'm supposed to have - and a wife, and | would be in love with 
her .. And so on ... Bang! Straight! Fucking straight! Caesar nearly fell off his sofa This idiot Larsius made a 
tactical fault by telling shit like this because he finally got Caesar frustrated’. 


Jamyz gave a low hiss, Kiruk a desperate moan 

"Well, what happened then?" 

"Caesar had a lot of wine - | haven't noticed that he had SO much until he started to make totally inept and 
really obscene remarks about all his guests, and he seemed to me to talk a lot of rubbish .. And all of that in 
avery whiny tone. Then he begged Larsius to come with him because he wanted to show him some new 


scriptures on rolls of parchment, or whatever ... Well, | couldn't do anything to stop them’. 


"Shit!" Kiruk sneered. "New scriptures! Hah! Ridiculous! ... [t's always the same fucking trick! .. We have to get 


Larsius off the asshole's bedroom - immediately". 


"That's right", Jamyz said. "Lead us the way, Kiruk". 


While he and Jasonn followed Kiruk he softly ran his fingers over Jason's right shoulder, all over the tattooed 
skin to his shoulder blade. 
Jason's long hair covered up his hand and the strands caressed Jamyz' skin while HIS fingers caressed 


Jasonn's skin. 


Jason turned his head and looked at Jamyz then grabbed his hand all of a sudden and dragged him deeper into 
the hallway and into the shadows of a large statue of The Great Imperator himself where they couldn't have 
been seen 

He pulled Jamyz close to his body, and their lips met. 

Jamyz right hand was in Jasonn's nape of the neck and his fingers got spread, played with the wavy strands 
and dishevelled them. 


Jasonn's fingers did exactly the same, deeply burrowed in Jamyz' blond mane. 
They moaned into the other one's mouth, Tongues playing, lips open. Jasonn pushed Jamyz slightly against the 


wall and rubbed his hard-on at Jamyz' erect penis. They both moved their hips to get more friction, moaning, 
kissing passionately ... 


"Guys, GUYS! Stop! .. Hey, listen! Guys! Stop! .. l'm sorry | have to interrupt you", Kiruk urgently hissed, 


repeatedly slapping them onto their arms to make them stop. "We have a rescue mission!" 

Jamyz and Jasonn nearly jumped and then stared at Kiruk, still panting but deeply ashamed. 

"Sorry, Kiruk", Jasonn said, groaning and rubbing his face. 

He breathed in and out deeply to calm himself down. Jamyz laid his head to the nape of his neck and briefly 
closed his eyes to regain control about his composure, again. 

Then, they gave a nod to Kiruk. 

"All right, now", Kiruk said in a low tone. "We have to be very careful. I'm pretty sure that there'll be a lot of 
his Praetorian Guards all along the way to his private chambers, to make sure that the Imperator won't be 
disturbed or harmed in any way .. And they are very well trained and mostly heavily armed". 


Jasonn gave a sneer. 


"Very interesting", he said and smoothly drew his slim Celtic dagger off his high boots of leather and woollen 


ribbons where he had hidden the weapon. 

Then he grinned and tucked at his leather belt around his waist to got lose the long lash of a whip he had 
wrapped around his waist. The handle of the whip was a short one and he had it shoved underneath his belt, 
too, but just at his back Everything had been easily covered up with the plaid. 


Jamyz gave a low whistle. Kiruk gave a sneer then said: „Really poor work of Caesar's fucking guards. They 


should have found those weapons by frisking us before we were allowed to enter he palace". 
wure", Jasonn said with a grin. "They should have". 


He reached for the knot of braids on the back of his head and carefully drew out another slim dagger - the 
blade a little shorter as the other one's - what he had hidden beneath his hair. 


ul don't believe this", Kiruk murmured, shaking his head. 

Jason glanced at him. His blue eyes now had a cold and calm look 

„You thought | would be set a foot inside this fucking palace unarmed? No way. | just know the tricks" 
He coolly smiled. 

He looked at Jamyz and held out his hand with both daggers. 

Jamyz touched them with his fingertips but asked: „Which one is your favorite?" 


„None. | can use both. But the shorter one is my favorite if | want to use them as a throwing weapon. And | 


think I'm pretty familiar with that technique .. So, you better take the one with the longer blade". 


Jamyz nodded, took the dagger and shoved him under his belt - at his back, to be able to draw him with his 
right hand. 


His movements made clear that he was used to wear a knife or dagger there. 


Then he looked at Kiruk, frowning. 


„But you haven't a weapon". 
| wouldn't say that", Kiruk answered with a smile. „Martial arts, you remember? And .." 


He slid down the golden snake bracelet from his right upper arm then held it in one hand while he tugged at 
something on the inside of the bracelet. 
It was a thin and long iron chain. A row of heavy looking spherical small balls were attached to every end of 


the chain. 


"What's this?" Jamyz asked, curiously eyeing the thing. 


"That's a weapon what can be thrown to disarm an enemy, also it could used to strangle him", Kiruk casually 
answered. "| brought it with me from the Far East after | had got familiar to the martial art of these people 


their. It is a very simple but effective weapon’. 


Jamyz noticed the brief cruel smile on Kiruk's lips, what appeared for just a split second, and then Kiruk's face 
seemed to be without an emotion, again. 

Jasonn saw that smile, too, and exchanged short glances with Jamyz. 

None of them said a word. 


But they both knew that Kiruk had already used the weapon to kill. 
Kiruk shoved the bracelet up to his right arm, again, and wrapped the chain around his left wrist. 
Then he looked at his companions, his dark eyes glowing. 


sFollow me". 


They sneaked along the walls of the hallways as soundless as possible. Jasonn was behind Kiruk, and Jamyz 
followed them suit. 


Kiruk moved as smooth as a cat on prowl. 


Without being stopped - to their surprise - they finally arrived at the very private hallways and rooms of 
the palace. 

And now it was easy to be seen for them why no one had gotten in their way so far. 

Through the half open door of a small room they saw four of Caesar's guards - drunk out of their minds and 
no longer able to stand on their feet. 

And some whores, also pretty drunken, and naked, too. 


They giggled and laughed, falling down every few seconds. 


Kiruk looked back at Jamyz and Jasonn and grinned. 


Jasonn held up his thumb. 


In another room two guards were busy to fuck a whore, constantly arguing and changing positions because 


every one of them suspected that the other one had more fun on his part of the whore's body. 


But the main hallway to Caesar's private rooms wasn't unprotected. 


The three guards there weren't drunk, and they looked very well trained. All of them in armour, swords on 
their sides, spears in hands. 


Kiruk gave hand signs to Jasonn and Jamyz after he had checked the hallway, to signal them that there were 
three guards in front of them - not drunk, and not busy fucking anything. 


Jasonn and Jamyz looked at each other then back at Kiruk, trying to find the best way to pass them by 
without too much damage and noise. 

Kiruk lifted his hands and shook his head. 

They couldn't have passed by the guards without trouble. 


All of a sudden a cry, full of pain, made them jerk. Another cry followed suit but was cut off by the 


unmistakable sound of a series of hard slaps on the body of the man who had cried out. 
Larsius! 
Larsius had cried in pain! 


Then, Caesar's unarticulated shouts of rage were to be heard, followed by more slapping and helpless whimpers 
and begging of his victim. 


Kiruk, Jasonn and Jamyz didn't hesitate. They quickly entered the hallway, every one of them ready to kill. 
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The three men of Caesar's Praetorian Guard were ready to fight in a split second, too, because they were well 


trained soldiers. 


Two of them had dropped their spears and drawn their swords, protecting up their bodies with metal battle 
shields. 

The third - and the tallest of them- stood behind them with his spear held above his head, ready to throw 
him at the attackers. 


Kiruk, Jamyz and Jason immediately got into fighting modus without even trying to ask for permission to pass 


by unharmed. 
The sharp crack of a whiplash startled the guards. 


The next moment the spear had been ripped off the hand of the man who had held him, and the next whiplash 
got wrapped the lash around the guard's neck. 


Then Jason abruptly ripped back his whipping arm and brought the guard down to the floor, choking him. 


In the meantime Kiruk had moved, too, as quickly as a lightning flash. With a perfectly performed somersault 
he catapulted himself over one of the other guards, safely landing on his feet behind the man, his murderous 


iron chain getting around the man's neck. 


He twisted hard, and the man went down without a sound, unconscious. The sword and shield crashed down at 


the floor. 


The third guard was shocked and tried to back off too hastily, eyes wide in panic, so he weakened his position 
Jamyz gave him a harmless grin and shook his head with the wild blond mane while the man got pale. 


The next moment he had kicked the sword off the guard's now shaking hand with his right foot and connected 


his right fist with the man's chin, knocking him out cold. 
He quickly bent down and picked the sword off the floor. 


Jasonn had taken the sword of the guard he had brought down with his whip. Then he bent down and wrapped 
the whip's lash off the man's neck. Blood seeped from the thin whiplash wound. 

The guard was unconscious, but his lips slowly lost their unhealthy blue colour after the man hadn't got 
strangled any longer. 


He would have survived. 


The other guards were alive, too. 


None of the men which had attacked them had killed. 


It hadn't been necessary. 


Jasonn looked at his comrades and wordlessly pointed at a large trunk at one of the hallway's walls. 


Jamyz nodded, quickly went over and opened up the trunk, throwing out some blankets and cushions which had 


been inside, while Kiruk and Jasonn dragged the guards - all of them still unconscious - to the trunk. 

While they did so they constantly heard Larsius' cries of agony, the sound of linen getting tattered, of 
furniture being smashed up, and of a body hitting another body, again and again, and Caesar's triumphant 
laughing. 

"Come on! ... Hurry up!" Jasonn hoarsely said. "We have to get him out". 

The three friends got the guards inside the trunk and Jasonn threw back some blankets inside to cover them 
up. 

Jamyz hastily closed the lid and locked up the trunk. 


Then they raced along the hallway and entered the private chambers of the Imperator in frenzy. 


Larsius nearly had lost consciousness in the meantime, and every part of his body was a hell of fire. 
He felt like being burnt alive by hot glowing pain, being torn into pieces, as if he got skinned cruelly and his hair 
would have been ripped off his head brutally. 


Vaguely he tasted blood and whimpered but then he was dragged down to an abyss of darkness and pain, and 


he fell and fell.. 


. until his falling came to a stop as the weight on his tortured body got hauled off him and crashed against 
the wall nearby with full force. 


Larsius gave a yelp, bringing up his arms to protect his already smashed body, not able to open up his eyes. 


He was shaking all over his body and cried out again. 


"Larsius .. Sshhh .. Larsius, baby! .LARSIUS! BABY! ... It's just me - Kiruk ... I'm here to get you out Dont cry 


~ shhh, please stop crying l'm here, I'm here .. He won't hurt you any longer". 
Soft fingers were around Larsius' wrists and held them carefully. 


"He won't hurt you any longer, baby .. Please stop crying! Let me help you. Please! .. Nobody will hurt you 


again, | swear..." 


Larsius panted in frenzy, sobbing and whimpering. 


Finally, his dazed state increased and waves of nausea went through his body like spasms. 
There was someone speaking - very far away but the voice of the speaking person sounded familiar to Larsius. 
‘Oh my, he's bleeding .. he's bleeding so heavily! .. This is awful .. We are too late! .. Oh, Kiruk, we are too late!" 


Then everything went black. 


Jamyz firmly had grabbed Caesar's blood stained tunica with his right hand and brutally pinned the Imperator 
to the wall. 
He wasn't fully recovered from the tortures he had to bear as a prisoner of the Roman Empire, yet, but his 


rage gave him all the power he needed to keep hold on Caesar. 


Strands of his blond mane fell over his face as he hissed at Caesar: "Now, FUCKER, your orgy is coming to an 


end! .. You won't like that end l'm NOT sorry to say!" 


Caesar lifted his hands and tried to push back Jamyz while he yelled for help, cursing and threatening to kill 


Jamyz and every single person of his clan. 


He nearly went mad because none of his Praetorian Guard showed up to rescue his ass. 


He furiously kicked at Jamyz and tried to make him back off. 


But Jamyz just gave a furious sneer. 


He pinned Caesar to the wall with his left forearm without using his still splinted fingers and backhanded the 


Great Imperator across his face, hard. 


And then he slapped him again. 
And again. 


"In that legion's camp there in Germania | should have chewed up your fucking cock and bit off your balls, 
asshole, to get you a fucking eunuch", he hissed into Caesar's face. "You are a fucking perverted asshole, and 
you fucking know that! .. Now, would you like to get the best fuck of your life?" 


Jamyz sneered again. 


I'm ready to deliver it to you, fucker. I'm sure you won't forget it .. But | can't promise that you'll survive 
because | might be a little violent ... l'm just a barbarian, y'know". 


He mockingly grinned and flashed his teeth at Caesar, whose face had got the unhealthy white colour of frozen 


fear. 

"But ... but you ain't supposed to .. to speak Latin", Caesar stammered. "You .. you ..are a barbarian’. 

"Ah? So, l'm a barbarian?" 

Jamyz gave a snarl. 

"You still think so? What a shame", he hissed, deeply disgusted. "YOU are the barbarian inside this room, 
asshole, no one else .. You think you could torture and murder every time you wish to do so .. And to order 
others to do the torturing and killing, or to slaughter innocent people in foreign countries - just for fun .. Just 
to add another country to your fucking Roman Empire in which no one is interested ..." 

"Jamyz"" 


He turned his head and looked at Jason who carefully had lifted Larsius off the Imperator's bed. 


Kiruk had covered up the tortured body with the senator's toga as good as possible. Larsius was deadly pale, 
and his limp body in Jasonn's arms seemed to be without life. 


"We have to go, Jamyz", Jasonn said in a quiet Tone. 
"But." 


"NOW!" 


Jamyz turned around to face the Imperator, again. 


‘lm sorry", he said and shrugged. "You heard him. So, there'll be no fucking, baby!" 
He gave Caesar a vicious smile. 


"But | think | haven't thanked you adequately for smashing up my hand so nicely while we had our first date, 
right? I'm pretty sure you do remember everything’. 


He roughly shoved his left forearm with the splinted fingers into Caesar's face. 
"Well, let me thank you now, fucker!" 


With this he backed off a little, and at the same moment Caesar tried to get free he stopped him dead with 
his left forearm ... and knocked him out cold with his right fist. 
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Kiruk knew the place of the secret door to the escape tunnel of Caesar's private rooms. And he hoped that 


Caesar hadn't ordered to change something in the meantime. 


The small door to the hidden tunnel had been perfectly fit into the tiled wall of the chamber next to the 
bedroom, covered up with a beautiful Egyptian tapestry - a present of Cleopatra - and could get opened by 


pushing on some tiles of the mural frieze in a certain sequence. 


Kiruk sighed with relief when the secret mechanism clicked and the door sprang open a crack. It was a one- 
way-door and couldn't be opened from the outside to make sure that Caesar couldn't get the victim of a 


surprise attack. 


Now, Jasom entered the narrow tunnel while Kiruk held back the tapestry and quickly had opened up the 
secret door. 

Larsius limply laid in Jasonn's muscular arms, unconscious. Blood ran down his cheek off his open mouth, his 
nose and some cuts in his face and soaked Jason's plaid. 

Also, the white senator's toga what had been wrapped around Larsius' lower body and legs was soaked with 
blood in the meantime. 


The secret escape tunnel was dimly lit up with torches. 


Because Jasonn had Larsius on his arms he had to walk sideways. The tunnel was very narrow. 
"Go on, go onl" Kiruk urged him in a low tone. "Be careful - the tunnel leads steeply down behind that corner". 


"Okay", Jasonn answered, looking intensely at Kiruk. "Will there be any guards inside the tunnel?" 


Kiruk nervously bit his lower lip for a moment. "I don't think so". 

"But you don't know for sure?" 

Kiruk nodded. "| don't know for sure". 

Jasonn looked down at Larsius. 

The senator was a dying man, and Jason wasn't sure if he still was breathing at all. 


But he didn't want to run into a Praetorian Guard, carrying a senator of the Roman Empire in his arms - dead 


or alive - without a chance to defend himself and the poor guy in his arms. 


At this moment Jamyz joined them, a little breathless. He overlooked the situation in a split second. 
“ll carry him", he whispered. "You can go first, Kiruk, and Jasonn will follow me". 

"Jamyz, you can't .." Jasonn started to say but was cut off by Jamyz. 

"| can, and | willl" 


The look in his blue eyes made it clear that he had made up his mind and wouldn't have tolerated any 


argument. 


So, Jasonn gave a brief nod and carefully laid Larsius onto Jamyz' arms. 

Jamyz held the unconscious senator closely to his body, his right arm wrapped around Larsius' upper chest, 
shoved into his armpits, and Larsius' bent knees over his left forearm. 

Jason cautiously got Larsius' head laid against Jamyz' upper arm, as good as possible, and he rearranged the 


toga to cover up the limp body. 

Then, he lifted his head and looked into Jamyz' eyes. 

The flickering light of the next torch down the escape tunnel was very dim but bright enough for Jamyz' to 
see the sadness in his lover's eyes. 

He felt the same. 


Jason breathed in deeply and touched Jamyz' shoulder for a moment. 


"Hurry up", he quietly said. 


While they made their way through the escape tunnel as fast as they could do - it wasn't easy because the 
tunnel was very narrow and the ground got slippery more and more - Kiruk asked after a while: "What have 
you done with Caesar, Jamyz? ... Did you kill him?" 

Jamyz didn't answer on the spot because they had to pass a very narrow and low passage. He got to his knees 
and concentrated on the wounded man in his arms. He didn't want him to get his head banged against the stony 
walls. 


"Jamyz?" 


This was Jasonn's voice, his tone calm and low, but urgent. 


He supported Jamyz by coming up to his feet again after they had passed the narrow place. 
Jamyz gave a groan and shook back his sweaty blond mane. Sweat ran down his face, too. 
"No", he hoarsely answered. "I haven't killed him. | wanted .. to .. to do so .. but .. Nol | didn’t kill the fucker". 


Kiruk slightly turned his head. "Well, what HAVE you done with him?" 


"| gagged him and tied him up", Jamyz replied, getting more and more breathless. "And then | dragged him to 
one of his closets and shoved him inside .. | hope he'll stay there until he'll get starved to death!" 


The escape tunnel had his secret exit in one of the smaller buildings of the construction of temples at the 
Forum Romanum. 

Because Caesar was Pontifex Maximus of the Roman Empire, too, he had control over all those temples and 
buildings and access to all of them, in case they weren't open to everybody to get inside and to praise Caesar 
and the Roman gods. 


Larsius always had complained about the closeness of his urban house to the Forum and the Palace. But now 
this fact made it a lot easier to the three men to get to Larsius' house without losing time. 

The night was very dark because clouds covered the sky. 

As they reached the house Jasonn stopped dead Jamyz and Kiruk all of a sudden. 

"What?" Kiruk hissed. 


"Nol 


"No? No what?" 


Jasonn grabbed Kiruk's arm and dragged the poor prince in the direction of the stables. 
Jamyz followed suit, holding Larsius closely. 


Because it had been long after midnight the stables were dark, too, and the grooms fast asleep on their straw 


mattresses in a small building nearby, or busy to get hammered in some dive somewhere. 


Jasonn took an oil lamp from outside the stable and quietly hurried through the main stable to the large 
compartment at the backside where a row of horse-drawn carriages and a stunning number of racing chariots 


were ready for use - every hour, night and day. 


"Get him inside of this one", Jasonn whispered, pointing at a large covered wagon "Everything we might need is 
inside .. Also enough equipment for Kiruk to care about Larsius. The wagon always is prepared to get used for 


a quick escape... We have to leave Rome". 


"| agree", Jamyz calmly said, accepting Jason's help to carefully lift the unconscious senator to lay him down 


inside the wagon. 


Kiruk stood motionless for a moment, his dark eyes wide, and his look unfocussed. His facial expression showed 
no emotion. 


Then he breathed in deeply and climbed inside the wagon, too. 


Jasonn got ready the two strong draft horses he had selected for drawing their wagon, and his own horse, too. 
Jamyz supported Kiruk by taking care about Larsius. 


Larsius was in a very bad shape. He wasn't dead, yet, but Jamyz doubted that he would have made it. 

The cuts on Larsius' temples and left cheek didn't bleed any longer also the nose-bleeding had stopped. 
Jamyz had opened Larsius' lips very carefully to clean off the blood inside his mouth by using linen towels, 
wetted with some fresh water. 

He saw that Larsius had bit his tongue several times. 

Poor guy! 


He wrapped a thin stripe of wet linen around his forefinger and cautiously slid his finger along the side of 
Larsius' tongue deep inside his mouth because he wanted to remove all the clots of blood. 

Finally, his finger touched Larsius's throat - and he nearly jumped as Larsius started to gag all of a sudden 
He quickly pulled out his finger and held Larsius' head to make sure that Larsius won't have choked if he had 
started to throw up. 


He looked at Kiruk and met the gaze of those beautiful dark - and sad - eyes. 
Then Kiruk lowered his head, again, and went on with his work. This wasn't the first time he had to try to stop 


the bleeding of bad anal wounds but never before he has had seen anything like this. 
Kiruk didn't know where to begin. 


The draft horses had got ready with their harnesses, Jasonn's horse, too. 

Jason had stripped off his Pict outfit in a hurry, putting on the clothes and sandals of a veteran of the 
Roman legion. He had wrapped his long hair around his head and had covered it up with a helmet. The blue 
tattoo on the left side of his forehead and his left temple has got wiped off properly. 


After he had done for Larsius what he could do to stop the bleeding Kiruk wanted to wake up Lidia to tell her 
what had happened. 
Jasonn and Jamyz stared at him silently, not knowing what to say. 


"I have to do it", Kiruk calmly said. "Lidia is pretty well aware of everything what's going on She knows about 
everything what Caesar can't stop to do to her husband. So, Larsius and | have told her exactly how to act if 
it would be necessary .. If there would show up danger in any way .. Just in case." 


He paused. 


"And now this certain case of danger had happened". 
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SHADOW 


Time's a-ticking and runs out 
Don't try to stay 
Don't turn around 


No time to lose - just run away 


Because the shadow in your back 
Is cold and dark 
And wants you dead 


No way to stop the cruel chase 
The time goes on 

And there's no place 

No place to hide - you better run 


Because the shadow in your back 
Wants his revenge - 


He wants you dead 


Larsius seemed to be a little better after Kiruk's treatment. He had opened his eyes for a short while but his 
look had been unfocussed, the green eyes dull and lifeless, and he hadn't answered to any of their questions. He 
just gave quiet sounds of pain then closed his eyes again, and they didn’t know if he was unconscious or just 
sleeping. 

Jamyz stayed in the wagon to take care of him while Kiruk and Jasonn sneaked into the senator's house. 


The atrium was lit by some oil lamps for the right but the rest of the house was dark. 

Everybody was sleeping - the slaves, the guards, the cooks, some guests of Lidia, also the children 

Just two of the house's cats were to be seen, whooshing across the atrium, carrying dead mice in their 
mouths. They cautiously eyed Jasonn and Kiruk, clearly in fear to be robbed by them and to lose their snack 
they had worked hard for to catch. 


Kiruk gave a low hiss to make the cats run away, taking their prey with them, and took one of the small lamps 
and handed her over at Jasonn. 

Then he grabbed another one for himself. He looked at Jasonn, his dark eyes wide and sad, his body all tensed 
up, but didn't say a word. 


Jasomn briefly patted Kiruk's arm to calm him down and to comfort him as good as he could do, smiling at him. 


„| wanna go to the arsenal to get some more weapons", he whispered. „After that I'll grab some civilian clothes 


out of my closet, and ..” 


Okay", Kiruk whispered back, nervously cutting Jasonn off. He threw back his long dark hair. „l'll get some 


clothes for Larsius and me, too, and then .. | have to .. | have to wake up Lidia ... and .." 


His voice started to weaken and to tremble slightly. He hastily turned away but Jasonn had noticed the glinting 
of tears in Kiruk's dark eyes. But he said nothing. He knew how hard it must have been for Kiruk to leave 
without having an adequate chance to say goodbye to the all the people he loved, not knowing if - and when - 


he would have been back. 


Jasonn didn't need too much time to pack because the escape wagon had been prepared by him perfectly, in 
case he would have been needed all of a sudden. 

Jasonn always liked to be prepared. 

And he liked to be prepared as good as possible. 


He personally checked the escape wagons - there were two of them, just in case - every time he was in 
Rome with Larsius to make sure that they were supplied with fresh water, dried fruits, vegetables and also 
dried meat and fish. There had to be clean linen towels and sheets and blanket from woven wool, too. And 
civilian clothes - for males and for females, too. 

The money - Roman sesterces - and small amounts of gold and silver, also some jewelry, were hidden in 


extremely sophisticated placed secret drawers. 


So, Jasonn didn't need much he wanted to add. He quickly finished packing by shoving two of his beloved Celtic 
daggers inside his bag. He had put inside his two favourite swords and three of his whips. Some crossbows 


with lots of arrows already were in the wagon, also some more swords and spears. 


The bag with his belongings thrown over his right shoulder Jasonn got back to the atrium to meet up with 
Kiruk. 
But as he reached the atrium he looked around and froze. 


No Kiruk to see! 


Jasonn quietly moaned. 
He thought that he had given enough time to Kiruk to do everything he had to do, but realized he had been 
wrong. 


Unfortunately, there wasn't time to lose! They had to leave Rome. Immediately! 


The drunken guards could have decided in the meantime to invite their three comrades to their party, too, to 


share the whores and the booze, and they might have found them knocked out cold in that trunk 


Maybe, Caesar had been regained consciousness, too, and had gone on the rampage in his closet, fuming in rage 
and more than ready to kill their asses. 


Jasonn waited for some minutes, getting more and more nervous, and then he put down his bag to the floor 


and entered the hallway to the private rooms of the senator's family to look at Kiruk. 


Kiruk and Lidia stood at the door to her bedroom, whispering in frenzy, and Lidia had her hands on Kiruk's 
chest and cramped her fingers into his tunica, looking up into his face with tears in her wide blue eyes, while 
Kiruk still whispered to her. 

Her long blond hair hung down her back and her chest. 


Jasonn had to admit that she was a very beautiful woman. 


Finally, Kiruk stroked her cheek and her hair, slowly and softly, and whispered to her once more. She let go of 
his Tunica and repeatedly nodded, wiping off tears. 

He handed a small roll of parchment over to her. She cramped her fingers around the parchment. 

Then, she hesitated one moment, and then she got on her tiptoes and kissed Kiruk. 

He laid his hand to the back of her head and softly kissed back. But the kiss was a short one, and after they 


had solved their lips Lidia had turned around, entered her bedroom and closed the door. 


Kiruk's dark hair hung down because he had lowered his head. 

Jasonn wanted to call him and opened his lips but couldn't do it. 

He watched Kiruk breathe in and out deeply then slowly walking over to Marius! bedroom, opening the door 
very quietly. Kiruk slipped inside the dark room. 


Jason bit his lips. He didn't know what to do. There REALLY wasn't any time to lose because they had to leave 
Rome as fast as possible. But Kiruk had the right to have a last look at his son 


After some seconds Jasonn made some soundless steps in the direction of the child's room but when he saw 


Kiruk's dark silhouette slipping out of the room, again. he stopped. 


Kiruk softly shut the door to Marius' bedroom and flatly laid his hand against the carved wood, also his 
forehead, standing there, motionless. 
Jasonn couldn't see his face because the dark locks hung down like a curtain but he noticed Kiruk's laboured 


breath. 


All of a sudden, Kiruk got down on his knees and then cowered down onto the floor, his face in his hands, 


shaking all over his body, crying silently. 
Jasonn couldn't stand the sight any longer. 


He quickly walked over and bent down to get Kiruk into his arms, dragging him to his feet. He held him him 
firmly and close to his body. Kiruk still trembled and cramped his fingers around Jasonn's shoulders. 


ts okay, Kiruk. It's okay. Please don't cry", he whispered, stroking his friends' hair while Kiruk tried to muffle 
his sobs by pressing his face against Jasonn's neck 

Jasonn felt tears in his own eyes, Too. 

„We have to go, baby", he softly said, trying to stay calm. „im sorry. I'm so sorry". 


Kiruk nodded but wasn't able to answer. 


Jasonn held him closely as they hurried back to the atrium. Kiruk didn't make an attempt to get free of 


Jasonns grip and to run back. 


The bags with Larsius' and Kiruk's clothes already were in the atrium, and Jasonn got both bags over his 
shoulder, grabbed Kiruk's arm once more and left the house, dragging his friend with him. 


He hadn't any idea before that it would have been so hard for Kiruk to leave Rome, knowing he wouldn't see 
his son once more, maybe through his whole lifetime. Kiruk never openly had shown his affection for the boy 
to Jasonn. 


Back in the stables Jasonn helped Kiruk to climb at the wagon, again. Jamyz knelt beside Larsius and was busy 
to tuck up some more blankets around him. He turned his head and looked at Kiruk. Noticing Kiruk's tears and 


red-rimmed eyes, he raised a brow but said nothing. 


Kiruk lowered his head and wordlessly knelt down beside Larsius to take over. 
Jamyz and Jasonn exchanged some brief glances, and Jasonn smiled sadly. Then he got the bags into the wagon 
and Jamyz drew them deeper inside the vehicle, making sure to find a safe place for them where they couldn't 


get into Kiruk's way, or do any harm to Larsius who was hurt badly enough. 
After having done this he crawled back to the rear and jumped off the wagon. 


Jason took his arm and softly pulled him to the side of the carriage where they couldn't have been seen 
Jamyz immediately laid his arms around Jason's neck, and Jasonn wrapped his arms around Jamyz' waist, 
holding him closely. Jamyz had taken the soldier's helmet off Jason's head to get lose his long hair, running his 
finger through it while they kissed hungrily. They deeply breathed in to catch as much of the smell of the 


lover's skin and hair as possible. 


But they had to stop all too soon because they both knew that their time was running out. 
Jasonn gave a quiet sigh, his lips still lightly touching Jamyz’. 


"I love you", he whispered. "I love you so much, Jamyz! .. Don't you forget this". 
A shiver ran through Jamyz' body and he softly kissed Jasonn's lips once more. He spread his fingers to 


firmly hold Jasonn's back of the head, moaning quietly. 
Keeping their lips close after the kiss had been broken, he whispered: "And | love YOU, my beautiful Laird’. 


They stood there for some moments, forehead resting against the other one. 
Finally, Jamyz lifted his head and kissed Jason's forehead. 
Jasonn breathed in and out deeply and slowly, ran his hands over Jamyz' sides and then the both men got 


away from another, struggling hard against the urge to grab another once more. 
"You ready?" Jasonn hoarsely asked Jamyz, still breathless. 
"Yes". Jamyz nodded, out of breath, too. "Let's go. I'll take the reins". 


"Good. But | think that | should get the halter of one of the horses to lead them on to get out of Rome as 


fast as possible", Jasonn said in a low tone. "You don't know all those small alleys". 


"That's pretty right. I'm fine with that!" 


Jasonn mounted his horse after he had opened the large door of the stable, got the wagon out and had closed 
the door, again. 
The wheels of the wagon were wrapped up with straw to deaden them, and also the horses wore thick 


wrappings from leather to damp down the noise of their horse-shoes. 


Jasonn firmly gripped the halter of one of the draft horses and got them following his own horse. 
The horses were well trained and made no problems, so Jasonn noiselessly guided the horse-drawn wagon away 
from the senator's house. They left the Forum Romanum and the Imperator's palace behind them, disappearing 


into the maze of all those small and dark alleys of Rome. 


Because Jasonn guided the horses, Jamyz - as the coachman - hadn't much to do. He loosely held the reins 


with his right hand and had his horse whip tucked between his legs. 


None of them said a word. Jamyz heard the quiet moans of Larsius behind his back. Kiruk gave some soothing 
sounds. 


They had dimmed down the light of the oil lamp to a minimum, so it was pretty dark inside the wagon 


Jasonn avoided the main roads, knowing all too well that there would have been guards to watch the persons, 
or chariots and wagons which wanted to come to Rome, or to leave Rome. 

Usually, the guards are just interested in people of a certain sinister and hostile appearance. Those persons 
might have been enemies of the Roman Empire, or the Great Imperator, or they just wanted to make trouble, 


and they had to be stopped before they had a chance to do the evil things they clearly had planned to do. 


Rome's dungeons were stuffed by a lot of these unlucky tourists from foreign countries which weren't able to 
speak enough Latin to talk them out of the dangerous situation, or which just didn't look like the guards on 
duty wanted them to look 

They mostly were supposed to cheer up the folks by getting ripped off and devoured by the starving lions, the 
tigers, or the wild bears of the Circus Maximus, after the gladiators had finished slaughtering themselves. 


Always: panem et circenses! 


Rome was waking up slowly as the dawn came nearer and nearer. A stunning number of guys - drunk out of 
their minds - stumbled along the alleys, or if they weren't able to walk on their legs, they crawled. Or laid flat 
on the muddy ground, face down and motionless, robbed off, maybe dead. 


The usual. 
They would get picked up soon, after sunset. 


Also, the usual masses of traders and merchants with their wagons and handcarts streamed into the town to 
get the best places at the trading markets to make the most profit out of their merchandise. 
The noise steadily grew. 


In the interim Jasonn had peeled the wraps of straw off the wagons wheels while Jamyz had got the leather 
shoes off the horses' hoofs. They didn't want to arouse suspicion 

Finally, they had reached the periphery of Rome, heading eastwards. 

For first it would have been the best not to use the Via Appia to the north. Sure, it would have been the 
easiest way because the road was in a very proper state and very good to drive on. But they could get 
caught in no time on that road because Caesar would suspect them to be there. 


Jasonn was familiar with the very small roads to the mountains in the east of Rome. So, he wanted them to 
get to the Abruzzi. 
As a Highlander he was used to difficult terrains, and he was pretty sure that Jamyz and Kiruk wouldn't have 


many problems, too. 


But there also was poor Larsius, and they all had to take intensive care of him because everybody wanted him 


to live. 
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The rising sun on the horizon slowly gave birth to a new day. 


The air was still cold from the night but on the sky there were very few clouds, so it would get a sunny day. 


Jamyz loosely held the reins of the draft horses. There was no need to use the whip because the horses were 
well trained, and they followed the lead of Jasonn's horse ahead of them without causing problems. 


He looked at Jasonn who made a very good figure in the saddle of his horse. He sat in a straight but relaxed 


position, at the same time. 


His beautiful chestnut coloured hair hung down his back because he had taken off the helmet. He had got tired 
of stuffing back the long strands of chestnut hair which constantly got slipped from under the helmet. 
He wanted to do his mane to one or two thick braids whenever they had got enough distance between them 


and Rome to make a stop. 


From time to time he turned around in the saddle to look at Jamyz, taking in the sight of the tall Cheruskian 
with his long blond mane, sitting on the coach box and holding the reins and the horse whip. 


Jamyz wasn't fully recovered from his injuries but had back a good part of his power. 

Just two of the former deeper wounds on his back hadn't been healed in the interim and still had to be looked 
after by Kiruk 

But he had removed the splint on his left hand and fingers after they had left Rome because he didn’t need it 
any longer. The bones had already been healed properly. He just had put it on for Caesar's orgy to make him 
self look weakly and helplessly, and also to remind him self of being careful with this hand if he would has to 
fight. 


Behind his back he heard Larsius' moans and whimpers of pain inside the wagon. 

Larsius had regained consciousness in the meantime. 

Every shake and rumble of the wagon increased the agony of the senator. 

Kiruk did his best to calm him down and to minimize Larsius' suffering, supporting him with cushions and 
blankets, and Jamyz heard him talking softly and soothingly to Larsius. 


But it came clear to Jamyz that they had to stop soon to give Larsius some time to recover and to get 


upholstered his resting place in a better way. 

He gave a short whistle to draw attention on himself. 

Jasonn turned around to glance at him then held back his horse to come closer to the coach box to talk to 
Jamyz. 

He happily smiled by looking at Jamyz. 

The morning sun got Jamyz' blond mane to the colour of an intense gold. It was so beautiful that Jasonn just 
wanted to touch it and to bury his face in it. 

And to hold his lover close to his own body, to have his arms around him. 

Everything he had to do was to climb over at the coach box, to grab Jamyz, to kiss him and to run his 
fingers through the golden mane. He wanted to feel those beautiful Cheruskian lips on his, and the sensation of 


Jamyz' hair, warmed up by the morning sun, on his skin. 


He sighed deeply, his eyelids half closed. 


"Jasonn, we have to stop", Jamyz said in a low tone, breaking Jasonn's dreamy state of fascination. "Larsius got 


awake and he's in pain. Do you know a place to hide for a short while?" 
Jason breathed in and out deeply to clear his head then nodded. 
"Yes. | know the perfect place ... It isn't so far to drive to, maybe an hour to go, and it's safe, | guess". 


"One hour?" Kiruk peeked out of the wagon, his dark eyes wide in shock. "Are you crazy? No way! Larsius won't 
stand an hour!" 


"He has to", Jason curtly answered then pushed his horse forward without looking back at them. 


"Asshole", Kiruk hissed. 


Jamyz did his best to keep their wagon from being rattled, but the condition of these smaller roads was a 
really bad one. 
It was hard for him to stay calm while he had to hear Larsius' weak cries and moans of agony and pain behind 


his back. It nearly tore his heart apart. 


Kiruk, who sat beside the senator, repeatedly dried up Larsius' sweaty face and made him drink some water, 
and he constantly supplied him with his special tinctures to lessen the pain 

He had to remove the blood soaked plugs in Larsius' rectum and to put in fresh plugs in the hope to stop the 
bleeding. 


Larsius must had tried to resist Caesar's attacks to rape him as good as possible, so Caesar had used a 
dagger to break open the passage with brutal force. 

Kiruk had needed a lot of stitches with his best and most delicate strings, made from sheep gut, to close the 
wounds he could have reached from the outside. 

But he didn't know if there were more cuts deeper inside because he didn't know the lengths of the dagger's 
blade. 


Jamyz had assisted him by stitching up the cuts, shocked by the cruelty of the Imperator who had broken 
Larsius' will in such a way. Caesar surely had been well aware about the fact that Larsius barely would 
survive to be ripped open by a dagger and then be raped. 


And Jamyz was also sure that Caesar never had thought about letting survive Larsius. 


Caesar mercilessly has fractured Jamyz' fingers, too, by hitting them hard with the handle of his sword. 
Just because the Cheruskian prisoner had refused to fulfil the Great Imperator's perverted wishes. 


After a while Larsius' whimpers and cries weakened more and more. Just some murmurs were to be heard. 
Then - nothing. 
Jamyz bit his lips and felt tears in his eyes. He had no idea how Larsius should ever got to survive his injuries. 


He turned his head when Kiruk showed up behind him. 
The prince looked tired and exhausted, and there was dried blood on his arms and hands and his clothing. 


"Is he .. dead?" Jamyz asked with his blue eyes wide and full of tears. 
"He's sleeping’, Kiruk quietly answered. "| gave him a large quantum of opium tincture." 


Jamyz frowned. "What's this?" 


‘Is a very special tincture", Kiruk said in a low tone. "And it's very expensive, too. It is made from opium 


poppies’. 
"Opium poppies? .. What's an opium poppy?" 


"It is a very large poppy, much larger than the corn poppy. The milk of those plants contain a certain 
substance what is called opium. Mostly the plants are grown up in the Far East. While | had been there I've 
been taught how to use it in a tincture to make a patient sleepy and to lessen his pain for a short while’. 


Kiruk sighed. "| hope, he'll sleep for a while. But we all need a place to rest, and Jasonn better hadn't lied to us". 


Jason rode in front of them, leading the way. Sometimes he turned around to look at Jamyz to get a sign if 
he could go on 
Jamyz felt deep warmth inside his body by looking at Jasonn whose wavy reddish hair fell down to his waist 


and over his shoulders, swinging softly with the movements of Jasonn's horse. 


After what had seemed to be an eternity they finally passed some small farmsteads and villages. 
Jasonn had wrapped his hair around his head, again, and had put on the veteran's helmet to look like a roman 
soldier. 


Jamyz held his head low, too, staring straight ahead. 
But none of the people they saw took much notice of them or asked them to stop. 


Finally, Jasonn entered a very small way with a pretty poor surface. The way led to a serpentine mountain 
road, and Jamyz had to be very careful with the horses and the wagon. 
The sun was high above them and Jamyz felt the sweat on his back and his forehead. 


In the back of the wagon Larsius was awake again and had started to whimper. 
Jamyz gritted his teeth. He was so exhausted and thirsty, and he needed some water and just some minutes 
to lay down to rest. 


He glanced at Jasonn's back, and then Jasonn on his horse vanished inside a small tunnel of the mountain. 
Jamyz hesitated one moment, staring into the darkness, but then he cracked his whip to make his horses 


follow them. 
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The lengths of the natural tunnel what led them inside the mountain couldn't be estimated because of the 
darkness inside. The draft horses shied back for a moment, and Jamyz had to crack his whip to make them go 


on, entering the dark tunnel. 


But finally the horses followed the lead of Jasonn's horse, a pretty fearless animal, very well trained by 


Jasonn. 

The horse was a beautiful black mare from Arabia, and she affectionately loved her master and happily tried 
to nudge him with her soft muzzle at any opportunity. 

And Jason loved her, too, and he took care of her personally. 

Now, soon after the carriage had entered the tunnel Jamyz remarked the small shimmer of daylight what 
signalled the end of the tunnel. 

Jasonn's dark silhouette on the horse was to be seen in a sharp contrast to the light. 

Jamyz sighed with relief. 

| hope he knows what he is doing to us", Kiruk said in a low tone behind Jamyz. 

"Jasonn doesn't do anything to us", Jamyz quietly answered. "Larsius had done that to us". 


There was a short silence. 


Then, Kiruk whispered: "I know". 


The tunnel wasn't easy to drive through. Some parts of the walls had been collapsed as it looked like, they 
might had been fallen apart a long time ago. 


The large boulders forced Jamyz to risk a break-down of the wagon more than once. 


Also he had to ignore Larsius' cries of pain behind his back, inside the wagon - but he heard them, every weak 
whimper of pain, and he gritted his teeth or bit his lips because he wasn't able to do something to lessen the 


agony of the injured man, 


The memory of his own agonizing pain by being whipped by Jasonn becouse of Larsius' order was inside his 


head all of a sudden, closely followed by the thought of Larsius' suffers being a revenge for his own tortures. 


He felt deeply ashamed. 


As they reached a very narrow passage of the tunnel, nearly completely blocked by rocks and boulders, Jamyz 
doubted that there would have been room enough to let the wagon pass through. 


Jasonn was there now, still on his horse, and grabbed the halter of one of the draft horses to lead them on. 
But too many rocks had been fallen off the walls and down the ceiling, and after a while Jamyz had to get off 


the coach box to help Jasonn to remove the rocks as good as possible to clear the way. 
Jasonn had to get off his horse, too. He took off his helmet and attached it to the saddle. 


It was hard work to clear the passage, and both men quickly were out of breath. There hadn't been enough 
remaining power and breath to just talk with another while they dragged and rolled the rocks out of the way. 
Jamyz was sure that Jason wouldn't have done this without reason. So, he didn't need to ask him why they 
had to pass through the tunnel. 

Kiruk wanted to help, too, but Jasonn and Jamyz ordered him to get back to Larsius to comfort him. 


After they had dragged the last rock to the side of the tunnel, Jamyz fell to his knees and lowered his head, 
breathing hard. His blond mane, now ruffled and dirty, hung down. 


He felt so weak. 


The soft touch of Jasonn's hand on his hair got him lift his head. 


Jasonn caressed Jamyz' hair and he stroked his cheek and neck. 


Jamyz wrapped his right arm around Jasonn's leg then he laid his head against it, slowly sliding his fingers up 
and down Jasonn's thigh. 


"How much longer?" he hoarsely whispered. 


Jasonn closed his eyes and breathed in and out deeply then bent and brought Jamyz up to his feet after he 
had taken his arm, holding him closely. 


"Not very long .. We just have to get out off this tunnel and then we'll reach our destination’, he softly 
answered then he kissed Jamyz ' lips. 


Jamyz gave a sigh of pleasure and kissed back. 

No tongues - just their lips met. 

It was hard to stop kissing but after one or two minutes they managed to do so because they knew had to 
take care about Larsius and Kiruk. 


Jamyz softly touched Jason's lips with his one more time and slid his fingers through the Picts hair. 


His lips still close to Jasonn's he whispered: "Let's go!" 


Jasonn mounted his horse, and Jamyz climbed back onto the wagon's coach box, grabbing the reins and the 


horse whip. He cracked the whip to get the horses move on. 
And finally, they had left the tunnel and were hit by the very bright and hot sunlight once more. 


Jamyz gave a moan as he started to sweat, again 

Dust from the roads burned in his eyes. He blinked because of the intense and brightness of the sunlight, and 
he was so exhausted and thirsty. 

Kiruk had given some mugs of water to him but that didn't help any more. 


The horses urgently needed a rest, too, because they steamed. The short rest inside the dark tunnel hadn't 
cooled them down, and they had to drink, too. 


The next he saw was a small village. But all the huts and houses had gone to ruins, and there were no signs of 


inhabitants. 


Jamyz stared at the ruins, not sure what to think about it, cautiously searching for enemies. 


Jasonn rode in front of them. 
He held the reins of his horse in his left hand and his sword in his right: 
He shook back his long hair. The bright sun made it glow like some deep red fire. 


Jamyz wished to just have to look at his beautiful Jasonn but as a warrior he knew he had to give priority to 
the safety of Kiruk and Larsius inside the wagon. 


He heard Larsius' quiet moans, calmed down by Kiruk's soft whispers. 
But he also heard the tiredness in Kiruk's voice. 


They had to rest! 


Now! 


The village was abandoned, and Jasonn had known about that as it seemed. 
After he had checked every broken hut, every house, just everything - he got his horse to turn around and 
rode back to the wagon, stopping at the high of the coach box. 


He slowly sheathed his sword then looked at Jamyz. 


He was tired, too, but seemed to be relieved. 

‘It's safe .. Everyone's gone" he said. "| think, we can stay for a while". 

Jamyz wiped off the sweat on his face and looked around, taking in the sight of the broken village in this large 
and peaceful valley. 

Then he glanced at Jasonn again. 

"What happened to the village?" he asked 

"An earthquake", Jasonn answered. 

He lowered his head for a moment. "I was there during the night of the catastrophe .. Well, to be precise, 
there had been one very heavy earthquake what got the houses fall to ruins, followed by a series of lighter 


quakes". 


"But ... but why .. Why have all the people left their village .. Or did they all die?" Jamyz asked, looking at 


Jason with his blue eyes wide open 


"A lot of them died", Jasonn said, and then he lifted his head, so Jamyz saw the tears in his eyes. 


"One of my former clansmen, who also had worked for Larsius, and his family - his second wife and their two 
baby children - lived here .. He had fallen in love with her as she stayed on a visit in Rome with her parents 
some years ago, and | couldn't stop him from running after her like a puppy dog after she and her parents 


had left." 


Jasonn sadly smiled. 

"As it turned out she had fallen in love, too, and she couldn't stop dreaming of getting the wife of a certain 
red-haired Pict .. They got married, and then the babies came. And then ... then they died .. They died because 
they had been inside the house .. in the deepest of the night, and all of them sleeping peacefully, while | had 
been outside to have a look at the horses and goats because they had started to get nervous and made some 
noise .. | guess, the animals felt the earthquake coming up. | had heard them and went out .. | decided to go 


out without waking up someone else and to have a look ... and .." 
He paused and shuddered. 


Then he had to breathe in and out slowly and deeply to calm himself down. 
But he trembled, trying hard to stay in control of his composure. 


Jamyz bent, reached over and softly wiped away the tears on Jasonn's cheeks then he ran his fingers through 


Jasonn's hair to caress him. 

"I see", he quietly said "You have buried them?" 

Jasonn nodded. 

More tears ran down his cheeks. 

He wiped them away with his dirty and dusty hands without caring about smudging the dirt, mixed up with 
tears, all over his face. 


He gave a low whimper, full of pain, and then looked into Jamyz' eyes again. 


"Just a handful of the village's inhabitants survived the earthquake", he sadly said. "Together we all buried the 


dead after we had got them out from under the ruins. Then we left the valley. | never came back". 


His look glided over to Kiruk who knelt behind Jamyz and silently listened to Jason's story and then back to 


Jamyz. 


"Until now", he said. 
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Not all of the buildings of the former village had been destroyed by the earthquake. 
On the property of the family of Jasonn's former clansman lain - all of them had died in the ruins of the main 
house- still stood a large stables and a barn, both of them just with minor damages. 


Jasonn led the refugees to these buildings because he knew that there would have been enough room for all 
of them, the horses and the wagon There wouldn't have been any luxury but that wasn't of any interest to 
him. 

He was used to live under adverse and very hard conditions, and he was pretty sure that Jamyz didn't need 


any luxurious equipment to survive, too. 
And - as Jasonn guessed - the prince of Bithynia wasn't in need of helping hands to survive, too. 


But he had serious doubts about Larsius' abilities to accept a life without all his slaves, his cooks, his soft 
beds and sofas and cushions, his racing chariots and horses. Also he was used to just to have to snap his 
fingers and to give orders to get whatever he wanted in the blink of an eye. 


If there would had been a chance that Larsius ever would survive these awful wounds, cruelly caused by The 
Great Imperator Caesar, Larsius would had to suffer because of the loss of his nice home, his luxury and all 


the personnel to make sure that he always was perfectly well looked after. 


But Jasonn also seriously doubted that Larsius' could have survived his injuries. 


Inside the large stables he immediately unharnessed the draft horses as soon as Jamyz had brought them to 
a stop. 

First of all the horses urgently needed to be tended, he had to rub them dry and to get them enough water 
to drink and to get fed. 


Jamyz got off the coach box to help him with the horses but Jasonn shook his head, briefly glancing at him. 


"Go help Kiruk to get Larsius out of the wagon’, he hoarsely said after he had cleared his throat. "He needs 
you more than | .. There are some small rooms upstairs .. The stable boys and the farmhands always slept 


there ... It will be best to carry Larsius' into one of those rooms, and also it would be best .." 


Jamyz had looked at him for a moment without moving, the look of his blue eyes very calm. 

Now he made Jasonn stop talking by reaching over at him, laying his fingertips to Jasonn's lips to make him 
stop speaking, and then he softly stroked the long reddish hair - now ruffled and dusty - over Jasonn's right 
shoulder to his back. 


Jason had turned his head to fully look at Jamyz, and saw his smile. 

And he felt the caressing of Jamyz' fingers on his neck. 

His lips parted, and his eyes fluttered shut as Jamyz bent over and kissed him. 

The halter in his hands fell to the floor, and then he wrapped his arms around Jamyz' waist, palms flatly laid 
onto Jamyz' back, his fingers spread. 


Jamyz had his left arm wrapped around Jason's shoulders and his right hand held Jasonn's back of the head, 
deeply burrowed in the hair he loved so much - dusty and ruffled, or not. 


They both softly moaned into the other one's mouth and deepened the kiss, tongues playing lazily, softly 
thrusting their hips against another. 


Jamyz gave a low groan of pleasure. 


They both had been deeply exhausted - and still were exhausted. But their craving for just touching and 


caressing another, and been touched and caressed by the other one, painfully burned inside of them. 


None of them wanted to do more than to firmly hold the other one in his arms, to kiss and to taste him, and 
to feel the lover's heartbeat against his chest. 


But their bodies decided on their own to get them aroused in no time, and Jasonn moaned as Jamyz' hard penis 


rubbed against his. 


‘lm sorry to have to disturb you, guys, but | could need some help over there", someone softly said. 
Jamyz and Jasonn nearly jumped and gasped for air. 


Kiruk! 


Jamyz gave a groan and turned his head to look at Kiruk 

"What?" 

Kiruk lifted his hands then shrugged 

"| would be pleased fo let you go on with caressing another as long as you'd be in need for it - maybe to get 
laid on the spot .. but Id like Jamyz to help me with Larsius now, please .. Larsius can't stay inside the wagon 


any longer, and | have to take care of his wounds. He's in such a bad shape". 


Jamyz nodded but gave a quiet sigh. He didn't want to put just the smallest distance between his and Jasonn‘s 
body but he had no choice in the matter. 


Jasonn smiled at him and kissed him softly before he tenderly nudged him to get him to go over to the wagon 


It wasn't easy to get Larsius out of the wagon and then upstairs. Jamyz carried the small senator, who laid in 


his arms like a broken puppet, while Kiruk had a look in the small rooms above the stable boxes. 

There was dust and dirt everywhere, and it didn't smell exactly nice. 

Kiruk ripped away a lot of abandoned spider webs to clear their passage, mumbling angrily to himself in a 
foreign language - Bithynian, as Jamyz assumed. 

Finally, Kiruk found a room with a more or less intact looking bed. 

He pulled the straw-filled mattress away to have a better look and to make sure that there wouldn't have 
been dead animals or vermin inside the bed. 


He dusted off the mattress after repeatedly having sniffed on her, groaning and mumbling in disgust. 


"PLEASE!" Jamyz sighed, still holding poor Larsius in his arms. "Are you finished now? The bed looks pretty 


good to me". 
Kiruk shot him a very condescending glance and gave a sneer. 
"I think I'm not too interested in a barbarian's opinion about the cleanliness or just usability of furniture...” 


"Aaawwww! ... SHUT UP!" 


Jamyz threw back his head to the nape of his neck then he stared at Kiruk again, his blue eyes narrowed. 


"Get that bed ready - NOW!" he growled. "If you know whats good for you, fucker!" 
He stared daggers at Kiruk, but he couldn't suppress his grin. 
Kiruk grinned back. 


"As you wish, master", he said. 


Jamyz carefully laid Larsius down onto the mattress after Kiruk had declared her as clean enough and had 


covered her up with a large linen blanket. 


Larsius was in a really bad shape. 
His skin was deadly pale, and his breath came sharp and fast but very flatly. Cold sweat was all over his face. 


He wasn't unconscious but very dizzy, and his whimpers and moans sounded weakly. 


His lips were dry and there was still some blood on them. 
Kiruk had wrapped him up in some linen sheets. The senator's clothing were gone, and Jamyz was pretty sure 


that Larsius wouldn't have wanted to wear them again. 


But he looked like a dying man, so there wasn't any need of them, anyway. 


Jamyz hurried up to get all of Kiruk's medical stuff from the wagon. Then he assisted the prince in taking care 
about Larsius' wounds. 


The bruises and cuts on his face and his limbs weren't too bad but the anal wounds looked awful. 


From a nearby well Jamyz had brought up fresh water, and Kiruk carefully cleaned up all the stitches he had 
done, and the rectum. 
Larsius whimpered in pain, so Kiruk had to give him more of his opium tincture, also he made him drink some 


water, mixed up with some honey. 
Jamyz handed fresh linen towels over to him. He had to swallow several times by just observing and assisting. 


"Why had it been necessary to Caesar to do such a torture like this to him?" he asked in a low tone. "I 
wouldn't do anything like this to my worst enemies ... It's just blind cruelty, nothing else". 


"Caesar IS cruel", Kiruk gave back, also in a quiet and low tone. "He always was .. We don't know what had 


happened before he had attacked Larsius in such a brutal way but Larsius must have known that arguing with 


Caesar about stopping the continuous rapes was just a mad idea .." 
Larsius had got everything they had spoken, and now he whimpered. 


"|. | thought .. thought he would stop .. But he ... | thought I'd die .. So much pain ..", he hoarsely whispered 
then had to cough. "I thought .. he might be able to stop acting like a beast .. but .. | .. | failed .." 


He coughed several times. 


A tear slowly ran down his bruised cheek. 


‘It's okay, baby’, Kiruk softly said and bent to kiss Larsius' temple. "You are safe now". 


Jasonn had finished to take care about the horses. 

He had led them out of the stables to the former pasture beside them. The grass was very high but that 
didn't matter - the horses were happy about that. 

There was a small brook, too, so they had plenty of water. 


After having done all this Jasonn felt his deep exhaustion. He fell down on a wooden bench what looked stable 
enough to him, hanging his head and closing his eyes. 


The sun now had reached the horizon and sundown was coming up quickly. 


Jasonn felt so tired. 

Everything had happened so fast, none of them had had enough time to exactly think about what to do now, 
and where to go. 

He barely lifted his head as Jamyz sat down beside him. 

Jamyz didn't say a word, he just handed a mug filled with fresh water over to Jasonn 


Jasonn took the mug and noted the weakness of his trembling fingers for the first time. He gave a moan. 
Jamyz grabbed the mug before it could get slipped off Jasonn's shaking fingers. 

He softly stroked back Jasonn's hair then held the mug to his lips. 

Jasonn opened his lips and started to drink. He had been very thirsty. Jamyz wrapped his free arm around his 
shoulders to support him. 


Finally, Jasonn had drained the mug and Jamyz put it away. 


"Better?" he asked 


"Much better", Jasonn whispered, cuddling up at the Cheruskian. 


Jamyz held him close. He was happy to be with Jasonn. 
He didn't want to go back to Rome. 


"You always have known where to go to find a hiding place, Jason, that's right?" he asked in a quiet tone. 


Jasonn sighed and gave a slight nod. 


"Yes, | always had a plan where to go if it would have been necessary to flee from Rome .. None of Larsius' 
so-called friends knows about this place. | hope that this fucker Caesar would think we might have left Rome 
on the Via Appia on our way to the north". 
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Jasonn decided that he urgently needed to be cleaned up before the rest of the evening sunlight would have 


been gone - and Jamyz needed some cleaning up, too. 


So, Jasonn quickly went upstairs to let Kiruk know what he and Jamyz planned to do and where, and also 


brought some more water and another oil lamp to Kiruk and Larsius. 


Kiruk glanced at him with accusing hurt in his big dark puppy eyes. His long curly hair was ruffled and dirty 


with some pieces of spider webs sticking to it, clearly in need to be cared about, too. 


"Sure, go ahead, you Celtic lovebirds", he said in a slightly whiny tone, sighing. "Don't you, PLEASE, care about 
me .. Or about poor Larsius .. Leave us alone. We won't run away, you know, because we are COMPLETELY 
helpless without you - | just wanna MENTION that fact but that doesn't mean you have to take any notice of 
it .. So we will stay here, unprotected and in fear to be murdered, while it's getting darker and darker, and 


colder and colder, and ..." 
"Aaaawwww .. I'm SO sorry, sweetheart! Really, really sorry! | know I'm such a bad, bad boy". 
Jasonn grinned and bent over to ruffle Kiruk's hair a little bit more. 


"And if the guy who shamelessly tries to break my heart with such a sad, sad, sad story wouldn't be a 
certain prince of Bithynia who is able to kill pretty effortlessly and mercilessly in a split second ... well, maybe 
I'd fall down on my knees in front of you, ashamed and feeling guilty until the end of my life about everything 
said prince might think | could be guilty, begging to mercifully be forgiven by His Royal Highness, the prince, 
but .." 


He paused, smiling at Kiruk who at first had started to pout then decided to charge his strategy and to stare 


dark-eyed daggers at Jasonn to make it clear that he wasn't amused. 


".. but in this case I'd say | just should go get a bath - with my Celtic lovebird - without thinking too much 


about the faked helplessness of a certain prince .. Besides, we will be back as soon as possible". 


Kiruk sneered and opened his mouth to give a sharp reply - but he was cut off by a soft chuckle, coming 


from the bed. 

Surprised, they both quickly glanced over at Larsius who had slightly opened up his eyes and tried to smile 
with his still swollen lips. 

He ran his left hand over his face, grimacing in pain as he touched the bad bruises and cuts. 

"Oh, baby, don't do that! You'll hurt yourself." 

Kiruk had knelt down beside the bed in a split second, softly touching and then holding Larsius' hand. He brought 
it to his lips and kissed every single finger, the backside of the hand and the palm, and then Larsius' fingers 
once more. 


Jasonn was forgotten. 


Larsius smiled, again, touching Kiruk's lips then his cheek. He weakly grabbed some strands of Kiruk's dark curly 


hair and held on them. 

Then he looked at Jason, his eyes still half closed. 

"Where .. where are we ..? Its not Rome, right?" he whispered. "We're away from Rome?" 
Jasonn nodded. 


"Far away from Rome", he quietly answered. "I hope that Caesar won't ever get a clue what might have 


happened to his beloved senator, or where he might have gone to". 

Larsius gave a quiet whimper. 

Kiruk closed his fingers around Larsius', and Larsius looked at him. 

"| guess .. | guess the senator is dead .. He has died, and he's gone", Larsius the senator whispered. 

He swallowed hard. 

His breath came fast, and his eyelids dropped shut several times before he managed to keep them open. 
"That's right, Kiruk?" he asked, barely audible. "He's dead, isn't he?" 


Kiruk nodded, wiping away the tears which had started to run down his cheeks with the back of his free hand. 


"Yes, that's right", he whispered. "I ... | have .. | have done everything you had ordered me to do". 
Larsius closed his eyes and gave a soft sigh of relief. 

"Thank you, baby! .. Thank you so much! ... I'm sorry you had to leave Rome, too" 

Kiruk kissed him softly and whispered: "I want be with you, wherever this might be". 

Jason silently watched them. 


He didn't know exactly what Kiruk - and Lidia - had arranged but there HAD to be an arrangement to fake the 


senator's death. 


He raised his brows then quietly left the room. 


Not very far away was a lake with crystal blue water. From above, somewhere out of the masses of rocks 


around the lake, a small water-fall came down on the water's surface. 


Jamyz and Jasonn ripped off their dirty clothes as they reached the lake and got into the water. The water 


was cold but felt wonderful. 
Both men waited some time to get adjusted to the coldness then they swam over to the waterfall. 


They were good swimmers - fast, and without doing unnecessary movements what would have cost them too 


much energy. 
Jamyz reached the waterfall first, happily diving into the down falling stream of water. 


Then, the massive force of the water took him by surprise and he was below the lake's surface all of a 
sudden and got pushed down to the ground of the lake, and there he lost his orientation, struggling to come up 
again, urgently in need to breathe in again. 


He already had sucked in some water and felt himself going limp all of a sudden. 
All of a sudden, a hand firmly gripped his arm and dragged him to the side then upwards to the surface until 
his head forcefully got pulled out of the water. 


Jamyz heavily gasped, sucking in the air deeply and desperately. Then he had to cough, spat out some water 
and gasped for air again. He threw back his wet hair as good as possible, still breathing fast. 
His body shook all over and his pulse raced. 


"Please, don't do this again, baby .. Especially when I'm not around to prevent you from drowning’. 
This was Jasonn's voice. 


He sounded calm but he wasn't calm. 
He still held Jamyz by the arm, and his long hair was all wet now, too. And he also was a little out of breath. 


Jamyz spat out some more water and coughed then he wiped clean his eyes to have a clear look at Jason 


"Thank you .. Thank you so much, Jasonn", he croaked. "| guess | underestimated the power of the fucking 


waterfall..." 


I'd say you overestimated your own strengths", Jasonn said with a smile. "You still aren't fully recovered, 


Jamyz, and we had a hard night and an even harder day". 

Jamyz nodded, laying his arms around Jason's neck and clinging to him. 

Jason repeatedly and softly kissed Jamyz' temple then he turned himself onto his back and slowly swam to 
the nearest shore of the lake, firmly holding Jamyz who laid on his back now, too, completely exhausted. 
Held by Jasonn, Jamyz stumbled out of the lake onto the shore and then fell down on his knees and lower 


arms. 


Jasonn knelt down beside him and quickly got him laying flatly on his belly, head turned to the left side to make 
sure that Jamyz was able to breathe freely. 


Then he covered up Jamyz' naked body with his own to warm him up. He felt shiver after shiver running 


through Jamyz' cold body and heard the rattling of his teeth. 


"Is okay now, baby", he whispered. "I'm here ... I'm here” 
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Slowly Jamyz calmed down. His breath deepened and he didn't cough any longer. 


Jasonn felt how Jamyz got relaxed more and more beneath his own naked body. A soft breeze caressed his 


still wet back. 


The sun had been gone and the blue of the sky in the East slowly darkened, giving way to the first stars of 
the night, but in the West still was an intense glow of red and purple. 


Jamyz sighed and then gave a quiet moan as a sign of feeling safe and cozy. It didn't matter in any way that 


he laid on the hard pebbles of a lake's shore in an unknown valley he hadn't seen before. 


Time slowed down, and all his senses got highly concentrated on Jason. He smiled because it made him feel so 


good. 
Jasonn lifted his head to look at him and smiled, too. 


He carefully stroked back some more strands of Jamyz' wet blond hair because they stick to his forehead and 
cheek, running his fingers through them and loosening up the small knots to smooth them. 


"Do you feel better?" he softly asked 

"Mmmhhh .. Yes, much better", Jamyz murmured. "Oh, this is so good .. Mmmhhh". 

Jason went on to caress and fo touch him. He loved to play with Jamyz' golden mane of hair 
But all of a sudden Jamyz shivered. He gave a low groan of discomfort 


"I. | felt so .. so helpless, Jasonn .. Helpless and desperate. And | thought | would die .. I'm deeply ashamed .. 


"Dont". 


Jason kissed Jamyz' neck, his shoulder, his temple, every part of his lover's skin he was able to get his lips 


on without lifting his body off Jamyz’. 
Jamyz shivered once more - but this time because of pleasure. 


"| guess the waterfall needs to be treated with a lot more respect than | have done by trying to swim inside 
to just let the water fall down on me ...| really are too weak to handle his power", Jamyz murmured and 
groaned, disgusted by himself. "But I'll try again .. A little later, of course, and just when you are swimming 
close to me, and .Mmmmhhhh, yeeess ... | don't want .. don't want to die so soon .. ooohhh ... so soon after .. 


after we've managed to escape .. Ooohhh ... Don't stop .. Ooohhh". 

Soft lips in the nape of his neck and caressing fingers on his naked skin made him sigh over and over again, and 
his eyelids fluttered shut. Jason lazily started to lick the skin on Jamyz' neck, causing Jamyz to moan and to 
writhe underneath him with pleasure. 

"Feels good?" 

Jasonn question had been just a very low whisper. His warm breath caressed the ear he had whispered in. 
Then he slowly licked Jamyz' ears with the tip of his tongue while he softly ran his fingers along Jamyz' left 
arm, carefully touching the freshly healed and thin whipping wounds, caused by himself as he had been 


ordered by a furious Larsius to whip the Cheruskian so-called-barbarian slave. 


"Mmmmhhhhh", Jamyz moaned. "More ... Moremoremorel” 


His writhing and twisting made Jasonn gasp for air all of a sudden 


He threw back his head and had to forcefully bite his lower lip because he felt the pre-shockwaves of very 
fast approaching orgasm shooting up through his body. 


He opened up his eyes in surprise as he realized that his hard cock was captured between Jamyz' buttocks 
now, and he really didn't know how this could had happened. As far as he remembered his cock had been 
somewhere between Jamyz' right hip and lower back - because he just had wanted to warm up a shocked 


Jamyz after rescuing him from drowning. And for sure he hadn't been hard at this time. 


But without a doubt Jamyz had managed to get Jason's cock to the place he had planned, and now he slowly 


moved his hips to rub Jasonn's erect penis between his clenched ass cheeks. 


Another wave of hot lust made Jasonn cry out loud. 


"Jamyz, Jamyz, JAMYZ", he panted, gripping his lover's hip to stop him. The friction on his cock was too 
intense. "Wait! WAIT! .. Don't movel .. Stop moving! | don't want to come yet". 


Jamyz gave a moan of deep satisfaction and turned his head a little more to the side, his lips opened up while 
he briefly ran the tip of his tongue along and over them. 


Jasonn got the message and bent his neck to get full access to Jamyz' lips. He kissed him deeply, open mouthed 
and hungrily, then he sucked Jamyz' tongue into his mouth, wanting him to push inside as deep as possible. 


They moaned into the other one's mouth and panted in frenzy. Jamyz bent his left elbow to bring up his hand 
and grabbed a large handful of Jasonn's chestnut colored long hair, tugging softly and playing with it. 


Finally, Jasonn managed to break the kiss because they both needed to gasp for air. 


They panted heavily, getting aroused more and more. Jasonn wasn't able to keep himself under control any 


longer and moved his hips with smooth and slow thrusts against Jamyz' ass. 
"What are you waiting for?" Jamyz hoarsely asked then moaned again. "COME ON!" 
Jasonn stopped his thrusting and gave a low chuckle. 


"Baby, you really wanna get laid with your face first down on all this very, very uncomfortable looking 
pebbles? .. You sure? Maybe we could find ... 


"FUCK ME! NOW!" 
Jamyz let go of Jasonn's hair and pushed his ass upwards to make sure that he had made himself clear. 
"Yes, yes, yes, | gonna fuck you ... | just have to ..” 


Jasonn was busy to wet up two fingers of his right hand with his saliva, and it wasn't easy to speak at the 


same time. 
"NOW!" 
Another hard push, and more friction all over Jasonn's erect cock. 


Jamyz had shoved his right hand between his ass and the certain part of his interest of Jasonn's body while 
he spread his legs to get his lover between them. 


He tried to close his fingers around Jasonn's cock to get him inside but Jasonn grabbed his wrist and stopped 


him, batting his hand away. 


His precum already had slicked up the soft skin all around Jamyz' anus, and Jasonn just slicked up his fingers, 


too, and had two of them inside Jamyz' ass some seconds later. 
Jamyz gave a whimper and tensed up but the pain didn't last long. Jasonn felt him relax again and slowly 
moved his long fingers in and out, finally pressing down to massage his lover's prostate, and then he added a 


third finger. 


Jamyz' now incoherent murmurs and groans of lust made it impossible to wait any longer, so Jasonn quickly 


pulled back his fingers to use them to guide his cock inside. 


He wanted to thrust into Jamyz slowly and smoothly because he didn't want to hurt him. He also didn't want 


to come too soon, so he knew he had to slow down. 
But Jamyz pushed back hard against him without warning and in a split second Jasonn was deep inside him. 


They both cried out loud and immediately stopped to move. None of them wanted to explode so soon, so they 
had to calm down a little bit. 


Jasonn wrapped his left arm around Jamyz' waist, his hand flatly laid against Jamyz' abdomen. Then he slightly 
lifted him, holding him close while he turned until he laid on his right side. He held Jamyz firmly and his cock 


was still deep inside. 


Jamyz reached back to grab Jasonn's neck to support himself as Jasonn started to thrust into him after he 
had hooked Jamyz' bent upper leg behind his own to steady him. 


Now he had free access to his lover's hard cock and jerked him off in the same rhythm he thrust inside him. 


In the meantime he had learned that series of shivers and their growing intensity meant that Jamyz' had left 


the point of no return and that his orgasm would hit him every second now. 

And this always got Jasonn to follow him suit. 

So he exploded just a split second after Jamyz had been hit by his orgasm. 

Kiruk stood at the window of the small stable's room, his back to the weakly flickering flame of the oil lamp 
beside Larsius' bed. He looked into the darkening sky. The soft breeze of the upcoming night caressed his skin 
and made him smile. 


There wasn't the noise of Rome any longer. Just the sounds of the nature around them. 


Then, all of a sudden, and far away, he heard the unmistakable cries of two lovers in orgasm. 


He smiled again and turned around to look at Larsius who laid in his bed, sleeping again, but this time without a 


sign of pain in his face. 
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Since he had been with him Kiruk always had loved to watch Larsius slowly getting awake in the mornings, 
after they had slept peacefully, cuddled up to the other one's body. 


And if they had slept in the same bed the whole night without Kiruk being urged to discreetly slip off the bed 
and the bedchamber in the very first and pale light of the near coming dawn to make sure that the senator's 


reputation couldn't have been compromised. 

Larsius used to look so innocent and cute in his still sleepy state with his green eyes blinking in the light of the 
morning sun while his sweet pouting lips started to murmur little words of protests because the owner of 
those lips and eyes didn't want to leave his bed. 

And if there had been enough time to do so Kiruk used to stop the pouting and protesting by kissing and licking 
the senator's lips, making his lover moan and kissing back hungrily. 

Kiruk turned his head and looked at Larsius now, too, when he heard him breathe in and out faster and deeper. 


Larsius gave a low moan and his eyelids fluttered for some moments then he fully opened them. 


The look of his green eyes was unfocussed for a short while until he again realized that he laid in a pretty 


small bed inside a not too nice looking and smelling room ... Well, more a closet than a room. 


And the mattress wasn't really cozy, so to say - more like a murderous tool to cruelly torture an innocent 


man who was used to clean and soft beds. 


And there had to be a horde of fleas or other ugly vermin, too. No way that there wouldn't have been any 


vermin inside this disqusting mattress. 


Larsius knew this for sure. 


Besides, every muscle of his body hurts like hell. And his ass hurt, too. 

A lot. 

A shiver of fear ran through him before he wasn't able to stop it. 

The next moment Kiruk was on his side and kissed him very softly, first his lips and then his cheeks, at the 
same time he stroked Larsius' sweat soaked hair then his shoulder and arm. 


"You are safe, Larsius", he whispered. "Have no fear. You are safe now". 


"Yes, | know ... | know", Larsius murmured. His heartbeat raced. "I'm sorry, but | .. but | just couldn't stop ... | 


thought ... | thought that he ..." 


He bit down on his lower lip to stop the trembling. But he didn't succeed so his lips and his chin still went on to 
tremble without control. 


Larsius' breath got labored. 


“Ssshhh .. It's okay. Everything is okay now, baby .. Don't worry about the fucker any longer .. You are out of 


his reach". 


Kiruk softly stroked his cheeks, his sweaty hair and forehead and his chest until Larsius' heartbeat slowed 


down and he closed his eyes again while he slowly got relaxed more and more. 


After a while Kiruk took off his hand for a moment and Larsius gave a moan because he wanted to be 


touched again. 


But before he even couldn't protest he heard Kiruk thank someone else in a low tone then the prince's hand 


was back - now holding a wet linen towel. 


Larsius gave a sigh of pleasure as Kiruk busied himself in cleaning up and softly washing the ex-senator's face 
and neck. With another fresh towel he washed up Larsius' arms, upper body and legs. 


He had to take care of the rest - and the wounds - after he had fed Larsius some soup. 
But first of all he wanted him to drink some water mixed up with a little bit of wine and a larger amount of 


honey. 


Larsius drank greedily and closed his fingers around Kiruk's who held the mug to his lips, swallowing down the 
cool water hastily so he nearly forgot to breathe in between the large gulps he took. 


"Oh, he must have been so thirsty", someone said in a pitiful Tone. 


Larsius quickly opened his eyes now and noticed for the first time that Jamyz and Jasonn were inside the 


room, too. 
He realized that it must had been Jasonn who had said that. 


Jasonn stood beside the bed and had another mug ready, handing it over to Kiruk in change for the drained 


one. 
Because he still was very thirsty Larsius drained the second mug, and then he got a refill out of a larger jug 
Jasonn had brought over to the bed now, and drained the mug another time. Out of breath he fell on his back 
and gave a moan. 

He felt much better. 

So much better. 

He turned his head to the side to have a closer look at the other men - his rescuers. 

One of them was a prince and his lover but at the same time supposed to be his slave, just because Caesar 
had dumped him and had wanted to get rid of him. 

The redhead, his bodyguard, was something special, too - a Laird without property, insisting to have nothing to 
do with the folks all over Britannia and that so-called Scotland of whom Julius Caesar fantasized of being 
everybody's beloved Imperator, but the same redhead also having left his homeland after his clans people had 
been slaughtered up, only to join the Roman army. 

And then the tall Cheruskian with his blond lion's mane, supposed to be the senator's slave, too, after he had 
stopped dead the Great Imperator Caesar in fucking the chained up Cheruskian's mouth by biting into 
Imperator's cock he didn't want to have inside his mouth or throat. 

But after Jamyz already had been mistreated and tortured by Caesar and his soldiers until he barely wasn't 
able to stay on his own feet without help, Larsius had made one of worst mistakes in his life and had ordered 
Jasonn to whip the poor guy. 


Jamyz nearly died after all these tortures. 


And now he had helped to rescue Larsius. 


Looking at Kiruk Larsius thought that he must had taken a bath or anything like this because his long dark 


hair still was wet and stuck to the beautiful golden skin of his bare chest and back. He had wrapped a short 


linen skirt around his hips, secured by a small leather belt, and he wore sandals. 


But Larsius knew that there wouldn't have been any piece of clothing more on Kiruk, and the thought of it 


made him smile and warmed up a certain part of his body. 
On the other side Jasonn and Jamyz seemed to like showing off their bodies, too. 


This - or they had lost most of their clothes somewhere between Rome and that disgusting small room there, 
as Larsius thought grinning by shamelessly staring at them. 


Jamyz would had been naked if he wouldn't had been dressed up a little with the short linen trousers the 


Roman soldiers usually wore beneath their uniform's tunic. 


Obviously, Kiruk had been busy to clean up the two still open but now small wounds on Jamyz' lower back 


before Larsius stopped him by waking up and making him run over to his injured lover. 
Larsius felt a little guilty but sighed in relief when he noticed that Jamyz didn't look angry in any way becouse 


he had to wait now. He had turned around so he fully faced Larsius now, smiling at him. 


Jasonn wore some piece of fabric what looked like a woven sheet from dark green wool with small stripes of 
white and blue inside, wrapped around his waist and hips and covering up his thighs but not his knees, held by 


a belt from leather around his waist, too. 


His thick, long, chestnut colored hair hung down his back to his waist and fell down the left side of his chest. 
On the right side he had thrown it back to get it out of his face. 


So his beautiful clan tattoo all over his right shoulder and upper arm and the right side of his upper body 


fully was to be seen now. 


Larsius' glance followed the complicated maze and of lines and curves, crossing and winding around themselves, 


enclosing the dragon and the thistles. The tattoo was perfectly done. 

The artist must had been worked on it hours for hours, and days for days. 

And Jasonn must had suffered a lot by getting his skin pierced by heated up needles to bring the pigments 
deep inside. 

Larsius wasn't able to suppress a light shudder. 


Jasonn smiled because he had noticed Larsius' glance. 


"Yes, it did hurt", he remarked, slightly amused. "If you are thinking about the process of getting tattooed". 


Larsius slightly jumped because he had been in a somewhat dreamy state then looked into Jason's blue eyes, 


smiling at him. 


"You are perfectly right, Jason’, he said. "As always. | really thought about the pain you had to suffer when 
you got the tattoo" 


"|l am pretty sure | hadn't as much pain to suffer as you had to when Caesar used that dagger on you to 


rape you", Jasonn calmly answered. 
There was silence. 


And Larsius stared at Jasonn, his green eyes wide as the aftershock hit him. 
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„Oh, Larsius, l'm sorry! I'm so sorry", Jasonn hoarsely said, hurrying over to the bed. 

He took Larsius' shaking hand between his own 

| shouldn't have mention it to you .. | did wrong, and l'm so sorry". 

Larsius shook his head. He still looked pale but he had calmed down visibly. 

Kiruk stroked his face and his hair to get Larsius relaxed once more. He reached for the mug to let Larsius 
drink some more of the fresh water with some wine and honey. 

Larsius liked the mixture a lot. 

After having drained the mug Larsius gave a sigh of relief. He glanced at Jasonn 

"You didn't do wrong, Jasonn. | have to face everything what had happened anyway .. It's better to do so as 
soon as possible to get rid of some of the horrible emotions and memories .. Maybe, then there won't be too 


much nightmares if | can talk about what had happened”. 


By hearing those hopeful but naive words a sad and bitter smile was on Jamyz' lips and he quickly hung his 
head and stared at the floor to cover up his face with his blond mane. 


But Jasonn who knew all too well about Jamyz' nightmares had seen that smile out of the corners of his eyes. 


He wanted to run over to Jamyz and to take him into his arms to comfort him. 

Jamyz mostly dreamt of being hit by Caesar who brutally had broken his left fingers all of a sudden by 
bringing down the handle of his sword sharply and powerfully after he had kicked his chained up prisoner to 
the floor, breaking two of Jamyz' ribs, too. 


Also Jamyz dreamt of being whipped by Jasonn, chained up spread-eagled to the cold and wet stony wall of 


the dungeon in Larsius' villa 
This dream always got him crying and whimpering until Jasonn had managed to wake him up, holding him safe 
and soothing him down by stroking and speaking to him in a soft and low tone. 


There never had been a bad feeling or anything like hate against Jasonn as a result of these dreams. Jamyz 
knew all too well that Jasonn had felt like shit because he had to do it. 
But Jamyz had tried to kill Larsius to flee after he had been brought over to the senator's house as present 


of Caesar. 
So Larsius' order to get Jamyz whipped by Jasonn had been a logical consequence. 
Larsius just had underestimated Jamyz' already bad shape when the prisoner had been brought into his house 


as a present of Caesar to be used as a slave, and he hadn't noticed properly that the both men had madly 
fallen in love the very first moment they had looked at each other. 


"Do you exactly remember what has happened?" Kiruk asked now, and Jasonn looked back at him and Larsius. 
Larsius thought about it for a long while and tried to summon up the pieces of his memory. 


‘lm not sure if | can remember everything .. Maybe the memory will come after a while. But | remember 
that | got more and more pissed because Caesar's drinking completely got out of control. He started to make 
pretty insulting remarks about the guests of his orgy, as usual | have to add .. And he was angry because he 
had got it that Jasonn wasn't interested in his ass .. Also he regretted that he had given Jamyz to me 
because he realized that he had been an idiot to let go of such a good looking guy who is, besides, the brother 
of the king of a Cheruskian ruling house". 


Larsius sighed and rubbed his face before he went on. 

"| thought | had to kill the fucker because he whined and whined and didn't stop. It was disgusting. And Jasonn 
stared at Caesar as if he couldn't believe the shit ... Well, | would have done the same if | would be such a 
harmless and brave poor fucker from the wild and uncivilized North where they don't know anything about 
orgies, or how to dress to look good, or how ..” 

Hey, wait a minute!" 

Jasonn tried hard to suppress a grin but without success. 


Larsius grinned, too. 


"Well, as | said, poor Jasonn nearly fell off his sofa .. Besides, he tried to stay calm because he didn't want 


Caesar to get a clue that he wasn't amused about the blowjob Caesar had forced on Jamyz ..” 


He abruptly paused because he got a muscle cramp in his right calf all of a sudden, and with a loud whine of 
pain he tried to pull up his leg to lay his fingers to the cramping muscle. But the manoeuver increased the 


pain. 


Jasonn and Kiruk hadn't been fast enough at first but now Jasonn managed to straighten up Larsius' leg and to 
pull his foot and toes upwards while Kiruk tried to get a hold onto Larsius' hands. But Larsius closed his fingers 
around his lover's wrists in a frenzy and squeezed hard to get rid of some tension 

In the meantime Jasonn had stretched the muscles of Larsius' calf to an acceptable limit and they had no 


chance to spasm once more. 


The cramp eased off as fast as he had started. 
And Jasonn - as a warrior and security man - was very experienced in stretching tendons and muscles during 


spasms without causing any more damage. 


Now, Larsius' grip around Kiruk's wrists got, his fingers slipped off and his arms limply fell to the mattress. 


‘Qoohhhh, so good .. So good", he sighed in deep relief. "| thought someone would rip open my calf with hot 
glowing blade .. Ooohhhh! .. Thank you, Jasonn .. and you, too, Kiruk". 


"You are welcome". 


Jasonn smiled and then carefully lowered the pressure of his palm against Larsius' sole, ready to go back to 


full power if the calf's muscles would have dared to make problems again. 


He started to massage the muscles with the fingers of his free hand, softly and slowly. 
Larsius sighed in pleasure and his eyelids fluttered. 


Jasonn and Kiruk smiled at each other. Then Jasonn turned his head to look at his lover. 


Jamyz smoothly crawled over to kneel down behind Jasonn. He slid his arms around Jasonn's waist and buried 
his face in Jason's hair. His lips opened to get full contact to the long hair and he breathed in deeply to take 


in its scent he loved so much. 


Jasonn leant back into him with a quiet sigh. His fingers on Larsius' calf slowed down for a moment but then 
he remembered about his duty and went with his massage. 


But then he lowered his head and glanced at all those long strands of Jamyz' golden mane, falling down his 
chest while their owner was busy to kiss and to lick the naked skin on Jasonn's neck and shoulder, following the 
lines of the tattoo with the tip of his tongue. 


Jasonn nearly passed out because it looked so hot. 


He moaned and let go of Larsius' leg. His head fell back against Jamyz' shoulder. 


Kiruk, who quickly had grabbed Larsius' leg, giggled then laid down his lover's leg on the mattress. 


"They are so sweet", he whispered to Larsius, loud enough for Jasonn and Jamyz to hear. "So cute. Do you 


agree, baby?" 

"Absolutely, darling!" 

| knew you'd agree, baby .. You are so cute, too .. Do you think | could kiss you now?" 

‘Oh, absolutely, darling!" 

For some minutes everything what was to be heard were the sounds of kisses, soft groans and moans, also 
whispering of caressing words, followed by more kissing sounds. 


But finally Jasonn came back to his senses. 


He breathed hard and grabbed a handful of Jamyz' blond hair to make him stop. 
"Wait .. wait .. We're not alone!" 

"Really?" Jamyz grinned, his lips still touching Jason's shoulder. 

He lifted his head and glanced at Kiruk and Larsius. They had stopped kissing, too. 


‘Oh, yes, you're right. Oh shit! Why haven't | noticed those two guys before | started to go down on you? | 


must be outta my mind". 
Jamyz burst into laughter, and Jasonn and Kiruk followed suit. 
Larsius tried, too, but it was too much for his weak body, so his laugh quickly morphed into coughing. 


Kiruk stopped laughing and reached for the mug to get Larsius' some more water. They all slowly calmed down 
while Larsius drank. 


Jasonn grabbed a slightly damaged pottery bowl, filled up with wonderful looking peaches, and put her down on 
the floor between himself and Kiruk. He took a peach and quickly cut him up to small slices with one of his 


beautiful engraved Celtic daggers. 


He handed the slices over to Kiruk and went on to cut up more peaches while Kiruk fed Larsius' the fresh 


fruit. 
Again, Larsius moaned in pleasure. 
He thought that nothing ever had tasted as good as this. The peach was sweet and juicy. 


"Slow down, baby", Kiruk softly said. "I don't want you to throw up. So, chew a little before you swallow. We can 
get as much as you want .. There are lots of fruits outside on all the trees". 


Larsius did as he was ordered and chewed properly then swallowed while he glanced over to the window of the 


small room. 

The sky outside was of an intense blue and the sun was bright but there also were some fluffy white clouds. 
They had grown up since the early morning and indicated an upcoming thunderstorm and rain. 

It had been very hot during the last days. 

Larsius stared at the sky for a while then he turned his head to look at his friends. 


"Where are we? Is this place safe? .. And .. and what happened after | passed out while ... while I've got .. When 
Caesar did that to me?" 
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Larsius listened without interrupting Jasonn and Kiruk. But sometimes tears glistened in his eyes. 


Jason calmly told him some more details about their hiding place. Larsius looked at him for a while and then 


nodded lightly. 


"Very good, Jasonn! Very clever" he said. "Caesar never had been interested in this part of the country, so he 
doesn't know anything about it. He will assume that we are on the Roman roads to the North to cross the 
Alpae as fast as possible, or that we are heading to the coast near Ostia to enter a ship and to flee to Gallia 
or Hispania .. He knows that | own a vineyard near Alesia .. The people in this region of the Roman Empire 
aren't fond of the Romans and they mostly don't speak Latin and aren't interested in learning it. He knows that, 
too. | guess he won't think about us running up to this part of the country". 


"I hope he will think so. But Caesar is a sly fucker, isn't he? If his guards won't find us on the roads to the 
North or to Ostia he might get it that he has to look elsewhere". 


"Maybe - but he practically is on his way to Egypt", Larsius answered. "Cleopatra has a shitload of problems 
with her folks in the South of her country .. Caesar wants to support his whore, and also to see his son 


Caesareon, by the way. So he can't stay in Rome to chase us .. Also | hope that he thinks that I'm dead". 
"But why should he think so?" Jamyz asked, looking at him with blank blue eyes. 


“Because Larsius and | have been prepared for a long time in case that Larsius has to die a sudden death to 
make Caesar believe this whenever if necessary’, Kiruk quickly answered. "Lidia was informed, too, because she 
always had been well aware of the things which were going on between Caesar and her husband, and she knew 
that Larsius had been in permanent danger. So we arranged to let him die if necessary and to get her 
delivered a corpse whenever needed .. She just has to send a certain prepared message to a friend of mine - a 


physician - who would discreetly show up with a corpse from the day or night before ..” 


‘Oh, COME ON!" Jamyz groaned. "Nobody ever would believe such a story". 


"You think?" 
Kiruk grinned and softly patted Jamyz' shoulder. 


"Well, you think wrong. Because poor Larsius wouldn't be dead at first - he has to die some hours after he 
had been found unconscious in a dark alley somewhere in Rome, and he has to die of a fever and a loss of 
blood because of a massive bloody diarrhea. Everybody would conclude it has to be a case of marsh fever, so 
there is no time to lose to get rid of the corpse immediately without letting another have one a look at him 
first .. And you can believe me - nobody will have such an urgent death wish to want to have a look at a 
stinking corpse like this and to pass away after cruel suffering because of marsh fever, too. So, there will be 
no complaining if the corpse of our beloved senator will be ashes without a big ceremony on the Forum 
Romanum ... But after that everybody will grief a lot, Marius will be the heir of a shitload of money and 


country estates and houses and so on, and Lidia the rich widow and free to marry whomever she wants". 


"And the senator is dead and gone", Larsius murmured. "Forever". 


A little later Kiruk, Jamyz and Jasonn stood outside the stables while Larsius was asleep after Kiruk had cared 
about his anal injuries, assisted by Jamyz. 
The wounds looked better but cleaning them up and also cleaning up Larsius' rectum gave him a lot of pain. He 


tried to stay in control of his composure but wasn't able to suppress some whimpers and small cries of pain 
Jamyz stroked his cheeks and wiped off the tears of the ex-senator. There was no more hate against Larsius. 
Jasonn had looked after the horses and had mowed some of the long grass in a meadow nearby with a still 
sharp sickle he had found in the stable because he wanted to make hay for the horses - and for himself and 
Jamyz as a bed, too. They both had slept in the wagon the night before. It hadn't been comfortable and had 
been very hot there inside. 

He knew that in the evening a thunderstorm would have been there but the hot sun would have dried the 
grass until evening. He wanted to mow a lot more. 

They needed some fresh fruits too. And a lot of olive trees were nearby. 

"Do you really think Caesar may believe the faked death of his senator?" Jamyz asked now. 


Kiruk sighed and shook his head. His long dark curls looked beautiful in the sunlight: 


"| don't think so. His spies will tell him that Larsius' personal bodyguard has disappeared, too, also his personal 


slave - that's me - and you ... 


"But we might have ran away because we saw our chance to get free". 


"That's right", Kiruk answered. "But don't you underestimate Caesar's spies and Caesar's logical brain function. If 
they'll tell him the name of Larsius' bodyguard and that the man used to hide his long red hair in a braid 
beneath his cuirass he will know that there's a connection to the Pictish Laird Jasonn mac Nevsted. And said 
Laird had saved Larsius from being killed by Caesar, along with this annoying Bithynian prince and the 


Cheruskian barbarian slave" 

"And the Cheruskian barbarian slave has mistreated the Great Imperator, by the way", Jamyz murmured 
Jason gave a groan 

"What have you done to him?" 

"| dont wanna tell you. 

"WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?" 

Jamyz sark his head and looked down at the ground. His blond mane shadowed his face. 

"Jamyz?" 


Jamyz breathed in harshly and threw back his head. His blond long hair flew. His blue eyes had a triumphant 
look. 


"I broke his fingers", he coldly said. "Then | rammed my cock down his throat. He nearly choked. Fucker had no 


chance to bite me". 
"You must have been mad?" Kiruk hissed. "We hadn't any time to rape Caesar, asshole!" 


"| didn't rape him’, Jamyz gave back. "I just rammed my cock down his fucking throat. | had to do it. | didn't 
face-fuck him, | just wanted revenge. He needed to know first handed how it feels like to get a cock stuffed 
down his throat while his hand and feet were bound .. And my cock is pretty much larger than his, I'm proud 
to point out", 


He viciously grinned and ran his fingers through his golden mane. Jasonn grinned, too. Just Kiruk still looked 


pissed. 


"As I've said he nearly choked. | liked that. You should have seen him .. He tried to get away but without the 
slightest chance because | had gripped him by his hair. | surely have ripped out a lot of his hair, too, with the 
roots, of course, and the poor guy hasn't very much hair on his head. I've heard he is suffering a lot because 


of his rapidly thinning hair. Too bad, really. Too bad". 


Again, he threw back his thick mane. HIS hair looked beautiful. 


"Well, after that | gagged the fucker and stuffed him in one of his numerous closets, blocked the closet's door 
with a heavy trunk then ran to the other chamber to join you". 


Kiruk groaned, covering up his face with both hands. Then he stared at Jamyz, narrowing his dark eyes. 
"How, by every god on Earth, did you manage to get an erection in such a situation, fucker?" 

| can get a hard-on whenever | want or need a hard-on", Jamyz proudly said and chuckled. 

"Especially if | want to ram my cock down Caesar's throat". 


Jasonn bent over and kissed Jamyz' temple then licked his ear. Jamyz turned his head and his lips made full 


contact with Jasonn's. 


They both opened their mouth and started a heated tongue play then Jasonn grabbed Jamyz' hips and pulled 
him close, firmly holding him with his left hand on Jamyz' lower back and his right hand on his lover's ass 
while he kneaded his ass cheek. 


Jamyz moaned into Jasonn's mouth and rubbed his erect cock against Jason's. This caused Jasonn to moan 


even louder. 


"Stop that, assholes!" Kiruk hissed. "Don't dare to start to fuck in front of my innocent eyes, you idiots! We 


have work to do!" 
He slapped Jasonn's arm several times until the poor redhead finally broke the kiss, groaning and panting. 


Jamyz murmured something in Celtic and stared daggers at Kiruk but didn't protest. It was easily to be seen 
that he disliked a lot to be disturbed in performing a heated foreplay. 
Jasonn giggled and softly kissed the crook of Jamyz' neck 


"Come on, itll be better we'll do what he says", he said with a chuckle. "He won't give in - | know the fucker .. 


And he's right. Shit. These Bithynian princes!" 


Jamyz, who was taller than Jason, buried his face in the wonderfully smelling long hair of his lover, happily 
running his fingers through it. With deep sighs they finally broke away from another but still had body contact 
by lightly holding hands. 


Kiruk smiled. 


But his dark eyes looked sad. 


Jasonn reached over and stroked his cheek and his dark curls. 
"Don't be sad, Kiruk", he said in a low tone. 
"You'll be happy soon again, too". 


"I hope so", Kiruk whispered, tears in his eyes. 


All of a sudden loud bleating was to be heard and everybody shrieked and jumped. 


At the same time the rapid sound of galloping hooves was also to be heard, and the bleats got louder and 


seemed to be pretty enthusiastically. 
Kiruk turned to look at Jason, his eyes wide. 


"What's this?" 


Jasonn hadn't any time to answer because something white shot around the corner of the stable and speeded 


at the sight of Jasomn, galloping wildly. The bleating was nearly deafening now. 


Jasonn stood motionless for a moment then he started to smile all over his face. 


He fell down on his knees and opened up his arms for the goat what was running up in his direction 
"Moira", he happily called out. "Oh Moira ... Ooooohhhh!" 


The pretty ruffled looking goat hadn't lost time and had made full contact with Jasonn's body, nearly running 
him down to the ground in her excitement, now softly bleating and PURRING, snuggling up into Jasonn's arms 
and nudging him with her nose and her head over and over again. 


But Jasonn seemed to purr, too, and he held the goat closely, his face buried in the goat's fur, crying in 
happiness. 


‘Oh, my Moira, my sweet Moira .. | never thought | would see you again, my sweet darling! Where have you 


been all that time, sweetie? .. Oh, your fur is sooo soft, and you are such a big girl now. l'm sooo proud of 


you ; 


Moira the goat lovingly nudged him and snuggled up to him, still giving soft happy bleats. She rubbed her head 
against Jasonr's shoulder and he stroked her back. 


Kiruk and Jamyz looked at each other and Jamyz lifted his shoulders. He never had heard of a goat named 


Moira but he didn't know Jasonn long enough to have been told about everything about his lover's life - and all 


his favorite animals. 
It was easy to be seen that Kiruk wasn't informed, too. 


He came near, glancing over at Jasonn who still was stroking and hugging the goat. Then he looked back at 


Jamyz. 

"Moira?" he whispered, clearly not believing what he had heard. 

Jasonn lifted his head and gave them a bright smile, showing up his white teeth. 

"Yes, her name is Moira", he said. "And isn't she beautiful? .. She was born as second twin and her mother 
repudiated her after having given birth to the kids, also she has been pretty small and weak. | was here on a 
visit for six weeks and | couldn't let the poor baby die because | love goats, so | fed and nursed her .. She 
followed me like a puppy, day and night, and she really cried when | had to get back to Rome because she 
wanted to come with me .. Every time | came to a visit my baby was so happy to see me - and | was happy 
to see her". 

He paused and looked at the goat. 

Her udder seemed to be filled up with milk Now the three men spotted four other goats a good distance away. 
One of them was a half-grown. 


"We had to leave alone the animals after the earthquake", he said. "We couldn't have taken them with us". 


He smiled and hugged the goat once more. 


"I think Moira will be happy to feed us a little with her milk". 


The Present Of Caesar - Chapter 31 


Author's Notes: 
Jamyz and Jasonn are back! Of course, Moira the goat, too. Enjoy! 


The Present Of Caesar 
Chapter 3l 


"Moiral Moi-ra. Moi-moi-moiiiral Sweet. Reeaaallyyy sweet. MOIRA!" 


Jamyz giggled, repeating the goat's pet name over and over again, pronouncing it in different ways. He was 


busy to rake the hay and the freshly mowed long grass after Jasonn had made his quick work with the sickle. 
They wanted to bring in as much hay as possible before evening to use it as a bed for them both and to 
freshly stuff the mattresses in the beds Larsius and Kiruk were sleeping in. Also they needed hay as fodder 
for the horses - and for the goats. 

"Moooiiirrraaal" Jamyz happily sang."Hmmmm, ooohhh ... sweet Moira-o-mine ..." 

Moira, the goat, stood nearby, nearly covered up by the long grass but nevertheless adoringly staring at 
Jasonn while she chewed up some flowers and blades of grass, sometimes giving a happy sounding bleak when 


Jasonn petted her head. 


But it came clear that she didn't like Jamyz too much because she eyed him suspiciously, especially when she 


saw him near Jasonn. 


And she clearly got it - clever girl -, that he tried to tease her and her beloved Jasonn, so she stomped her 


hooves and gave a series of warning putts. 
Jamyz chuckled. 


‘Oh baby, Mooiiiirraaal Don't you like my singing, sweetheart? Oh, please, don't give me THAT look, Moira, ‘cause 
| can't stand it, really. You're breaking my heart, Moira, my love .." 


"JAMYZ!" 


Jamyz who had worked with his back to Jasonn grinned to himself and turned around. 


Jasonn now stood behind him, his sickle rested against his right shoulder and his arms crossed in front of his 
bare chest. His muscles were tensed up. 


"Yes, my Celtic lovebird?" 


"Jamyz, if you dare to repeat Moir .. the goat's name ONE MORE TIME, or if you won't stop to hurt Moira's 
feelings like this | might get SLIGHTLY furious, and you know what a cruel fucker | am when | get furious". 


Jasonn threw back his long mane of reddish hair. His blue eyes sparkled. Just in case he wore his sheathed 
sword on the left side of his belt, and one of his whips with a short handle was shoved beneath the belt of his 
woolen skirt at his back. 


He looked gorgeous, and Jamyz got hard in the blink of an eye. 


"Really?" he softly asked, smiling at Jasonn. "Would you hunt me down with that sickle? Or chase me with your 
sword? Oh, I'd like that". 


"Idiot!" 
"Oh, please, don't call me an idiot, baby .. Better call me a stupid barbarian with a big cock and no brains". 


"Hah! You'd like that, would you? Raping Caesar with your big barbarian cock ..", Jason shot back, now a little 
furious. 


| haven't raped Caesar", Jamyz gave back. "| just rammed my cock down his throat". 


"Oooohhh, well, thats right. You just rammed your cock down his throat. Of course, this has nothing to do with 


rape or maybe violence, right?" 
"Rape, no. Violence, yes", Jamyz said, smiling sarcastically. "The fucker deserved it". 
Jasonn gave a groan and rolled his eyes. 


Fine. You are hopeless. Now go on with that hay .. And DON'T mention Moira's name for the rest of the day if 


you'll survive said day". 
"Oh no! You really would hunt me down with that blade? Or get me whipped, maybe?" 


Jasonn who had gripped his sickle to go on with his work quickly turned around and stared at Jamyz without 


moving a muscle in his face. 


Jamyz stared back, still smiling a little. But his smile faded as he saw Jasonn's look He helplessly lifted his 


hands, stunned. 
All of a sudden Jasonn dropped the sickle and crossed the small distance over to Jamyz. 


He raised his hands and ran his shaking fingers along and over Jamyz' upper arms, shoulders and chest, 
carefully and softly touching the long, thin scars of the whipping wounds there. Just a small amount of them 
was caused by himself but he always wanted to cry out loud in pain every time he got aware he had whipped 


Jamyz, Too. 
He hadn't wanted to do so but had been ordered by Larsius, so he had no other choice. 


But every crack of his whip had caused endless pain inside of him, torturing him as much as Jamyz got 


tortured by being whipped. 


Now, Jamyz noticed the sudden sadness in Jason's eyes, also the tears in them, and quickly took him into his 


arms, holding him tightly. 


‘lm sorry, baby", he whispered. "I shouldn't have said that. | wanted to make some joke .. But that's the worst 


thing | could have said. I'm so sorry!" 


He felt the stiffness of Jasonn's body and started to stroke his back, his hair and his arms while he softly and 
lovingly whispered at him. Jasonn breathed hard and fast, and his heartbeat raced. He had cramped his fingers 
into fists and they laid against Jamyz' chest. 


"Come on, it's okay. You haven't done wrong", Jamyz quietly and calmly said, holding Jasonn even closer. "l'm so 


sorry, Jasonn. | didn't mean to bring back that memory .. I'm such a fool". 
Tears ran down his cheeks now and he buried his face in Jasonn's thick long mane. 


Jasonn moved for the first time in minutes. He opened up his fists and ran his hands over Jamyz' chest, to 
his sides and then to his back, finally holding Jamyz' closely to himself, too. He splayed his fingers, again 
stroking the scars of the whipping wounds. 


Just the both not yet closed wounds on Jamyz' right lower back had to be cleaned up daily by Kiruk and 
covered up with linen bandages around Jamyz' waist. They had been looked very bad and highly inflamed, and 
the continuous secretion of pus and blood made it even worse. Getting suspicious Kiruk finally partially had cut 
them open, and there had been abscesses deeply inside the muscles, one of them already had reached the 
bones of the spine. Kiruk had to cut off masses of already dead flesh and skin 


Those whipping wounds hadn't been caused by Jasonn. But he had seen them - along with all those other cruel 


bruises and cuts and whiplash wounds - before he had to execute the order to torture the non-compliant 


barbarian slave, given to him by Larsius. 


While the nearly unconscious Jamyz had been brought to the dungeon by Jasonn's men Jasonn had left 
Larsius' villa to hurry over to his quarters inside security staffs building nearby. There he closed the heavy 
door to his bedchamber, ran up to the small bathroom, fell down to his knees and hands onto the terracotta 
tiled floor and threw up again and again until he just spat out some bile, his body still shaking uncontrollably. 


He had been ordered to torture the man he had been fallen in love at first sight just an hour ago. And he had 
been ordered to torture this man who had been delivered by two Roman soldiers as a present of Caesar to 
his senator Larsius, a slave, chained up and injured in such a cruel way that Jasonn knew the prisoner's chance 


to survive another whipping was very small and estimated ten or fifteen per cent. 


But Jasonn was a warrior of great discipline. He had been on his feet while he still was trembling, washed his 
face and arms with cold water and cleaned up his teeth with the herbal paste Kiruk used to mix up - in 
different flavors to please everybody in Larsius' household with the possibility to choose his favorite taste. He 
bit his pale lips and slightly slapped his cheeks to give them some color. 


Then Jason had loosened up his braid to let his long thick and curly chestnut hair fall down. He wanted to use 
it as a curtain to cover up his face while he had to chain up his "victim" to the wall of the dungeon, his back 


to the small peephole inside the slightly slimy and wet dark stony wall on the opposite. 


Behind the wall, inside the secretly hidden and dark chamber there, Larsius used to watch the torturing of 
prisoners and slaves, getting aroused, and jerking off to his deepest satisfaction while Jasonn or his chief 


assistant of security and execution did what they had been ordered to do. 
Quite often Kiruk had to be on his knees in front of the greedily spying Larsius to blow and finger-fuck him. 


With his long hair open Jasonn had been able to whisper at Jamyz, blocking his and Jamyz' face from Larsius' 
spying stares out of bulging green eyes through said peephole. And he knew that Larsius usually already had 
his cock out with his fingers impatiently squeezing it while Jasonn still was busy to chain up the prisoner. 


The curtain of Jason's hair made it impossible to Larsius to get a glimpse of Jasonn's stroking fingertips on 


Jamyz' neck, shoulder and the small uninjured piece of skin over his left shoulder blade. 


But he had to cut off the soft stroking all too soon to step back and to hold out his hand for the whip his 


assistant had prepared and ready for him. 


His facial expression had been completely without emotion and his right hand and hadn't trembled in the 
slightest way as he had lifted the whip and had cracked it for the first time after he had aimed at Jamyz’ 
back for just a split second. 


Nobody ever - not even Kiruk - knew about the agony he had gone through before he had showed up at the 
dungeons to get Jamyz whipped. 


He had dead bolted his bathroom before leaving his quarters, so nobody had been able to get inside to discover 


the mess on the floor. 


Jasonn very accurately cleaned up by himself much later after he had assisted Kiruk to take care about the 


unconscious and badly wounded Jamyz. 


When Larsius had ordered him to escort him to Rome because of a short-termed meeting of the Senate of 
the Roman Empire, Jasonn had wanted to kill the senator with his own, unarmed hands. 


He HAD to escort the senator as the personal bodyguard he was but that had meant he had to leave the villa 
for days without any information about Jamyz, so his pain and fear that Jamyz had passed away in his 
absence had grown to unbearable agony. 


If Jamyz had to die - and Jasonn had been sure that Jamyz had been a dying man - he had wanted to be at 
his side, to hold him and to beg his pardon for having tortured him. 
And Larsius hadn't given him that chance. 


So, he had felt nothing than cold revenge when he noticed that Larsius had been raped by Caesar once more 
during the last night they had been in Rome. He saw the blood running down the inside of Larsius' right leg. 

Larsius had tried to hide it but his white senator's toga had been stained with blood in no time. The senator 
barely had been able to stay on his feet, so Jasonn wordlessly gripped his arm and dragged him to the large 


urban house of Larsius' noble and rich family. 

He had got him into one of the elegant cruising coaches, covering him up with a blanket after he had shoved 
him onto the overstuffed bench. In the meantime the stable boys had unharnessed the four racing horses of 
Larsius' already prepared favorite racing chariot and got them over to the coach. 


No question had been asked and there hadn't been any necessity for Jasonn to give an order. 


He just had thanked the boys with a nod while entering the coach box then cracked his horse whip and they 
had been off. 


Larsius hadn't asked to see his wife or his children before leaving Rome, and Jasonn had no interest to have a 


small talk with them, too. 
Also, he hadn't felt about asking Larsius what had happened because it had been clear, anyway. 


He had felt nothing. 


Except the burning longing deep inside himself to find the senator stone cold dead by opening up the coaches 
door after their arrival at the suburban villa. 


But Larsius had survived and had been able to enter his villa on his own feet to run up to his private 


chambers and to command his slaves. 


In the meantime Jasonn quickly had made his way to Kiruk's private rooms because Kiruk used to get his 


critically sick patients to a small chamber beside his master bedroom to take better care. 
And Jamyz had been alive, too. 
Bar ely. 


But still. 


Now, standing on that lawn, surrounded by the ruins of the small village in the beautiful valley Jasonn had 


chosen for them to hide away from Caesar's revenge, delivered by his Praetorian Guards, he and Jamyz 


tightly held another. 


Jamyz still cried silently, his tears running into Jason's hair. He tried hard to suppress his sobs but the very 
same moment he felt Jasonn's tears getting wet the skin of his neck he wasn't able to hold himself back any 


longer. 
Jasonn cramped his fingers into Jamyz' long golden mane and wept as helplessly as Jamyz did. 


They finally got down onto their knees then Jamyz sat down without even properly noticing their movement 
and pulled Jasonn into his lap. Jasonn shoved back his sword to get it out of the way. He had laid his legs 


around Jamyz' hips, closing them firmly, his arms around Jamyz' neck and his fingers still in his lovers hair. 
Jamyz clung to him as if he wanted to make sure that Jasonn won't get ripped off him all of a sudden. 


After a while he slightly loosed up his grip and started to run his hands all over Jasonn's naked back In the 
meantime he blindly knew the lines and figures of the Clan's tattoo at the Pict's right upper back, and his 
sensible fingers traced them. 

He touched and caressed the scars on Jasonn's back, sides and shoulders, remnants of the numerous battles 


and fights he had taken part in. 


None of his counterparts who had wounded Jasonn with a sword or dagger had survived the hand-to-hand- 


combat against Jasonn in the end. 


Jamyz' soft caressing slowly got Jasonn relaxed. Also, they were both exhausted, giving small and quiet sighs 


after they had stopped crying. 
Jasonn opened up his fingers and ran them through Jamyz' mare. 


‘lam so sorry for having tortured you, Jamyz", he hoarsely whispered. "| never would dare to think of being 


forgiven by you for having done this to you". 

Jamyz gave a moan of pain, 

‘Jason, don't even dare to ask me to be forgiven - because | can't think of anything you might have done 
what ever would get the right of being a subject of guilt, or the necessity of forgiveness. Please, stop to 
torture yourself, baby". 

Jasonn whimpered. He buried his face into the crook of Jamyz' neck. 

Jamyz waited. 

After a long while Jasonn finally whispered: "| can't stop dreaming about ... about it ... about ..." 

| know", Jamyz quietly answered. 

Jason abruptly lifted his head to look at him, his blue eyes - still red rimmed from weeping - wide in shock. 
"You know?" 


"Of course", Jamyz softly said. 


He lifted his right hand and stroked Jasonn's cheek with the back of his fingers. Jasonn briefly shut his eyes 
then looked at Jamyz, again. 


‘Im sleeping with you, baby, you know?" Jamyz went on, smiling at Jasonn. Sadly. "It always starts with you 
begging Larsius to take back that order, getting desperate more and more ... Then you usually stop begging and 
arguing, and after that you mostly start to cry so hard that | can't stand it any longer. But the slightest 
touch, or me trying to wake you by shaking you a little gets you lashing out and shrieking in agony as if 
lightning bolts continuously would hit your body". 


‘Oh, Jamyz", Jasonn whispered. "| didn't know that. | .. | don't want to do that to you .. 


"You don't do anything to me", Jamyz calmly said. "You haven't done, and you ever won't do. | can stand that, 


my love, and | always have succeeded to get you awake because | want to end your agony". 


Jasonn stared at him, stunned. Now he had both hands at the sides of Jamyz' head. 


"| don't ... | don't remember to get woken .. | really cannot remember that", he said. 


"Yes, | know that, too. And I'm glad about that, believe me", Jamyz softly answered. "You are always so much 
exhausted because of that damned dream, shaking all over. After getting you awake, or just nearly awake but 
by breaking that dream, you seem to feel my presence and snuggle up to me - | love that, by the way - and 
then you are back to sleep within seconds .. And I'm back to sleep, too". 


He slightly bent over and kissed Jasonn, softly caressing his lips. 

Then Jason opened up his lips and kissed back. They didn’t bring in their tongues, just wanting to feel the 
other one's lips, caressing and touching while their fingers wandered, also touching and caressing. 

After a long while they ended the kiss. 

With his lips still lightly touching Jason's, Jamyz whispered: "And you are doing exactly the same for me, my 
love. | guess | mostly don't get it if you wake me because | get those dreams about getting beaten up and 
mistreated by those Romans, or worst, getting Caesar's cock rammed down my throat, suffocating me until | 
was on the edge of losing consciousness because | wasn't able to breathe any longer .. And then the pain of 
getting broken my fingers and my ribs ..” 

He paused, leaning his forehead against Jasonn’s. 

"| don't know how often you have to wake me, Jasonn’, he continued. His whispers were barely audible now and 
his breath got labored. "But every time I've got it has been such a deep relief of being rescued by you, and | 
felt .. | felt .. | don't know how to describe that feeling ... It's difficult because it's sort of a brief flash of 
sensation before I'm drifting back to sleep .. But, yes, it's because | feel safe .. You are holding me, and | know 
you are there to protect me, and | feel safe". 

For some seconds none of them moved or made a sound. 

Then their lips touched once more. 

This time their smiles were without the slightest touch of sadness. 


‘| love you", Jamyz whispered against Jasonn's lips. 


"And | love you", Jasonn whispered back. 


They didn't get the chance to go on with kissing another. 


A loud bleak into their ears, followed by a series of very impatient sounding hooves stomps, got them shrieking 
and nearly jumping up to their feet all of a sudden 


Moira. 
Jamyz' pulse raced, and Jasonn had to swallow hard several times to regain control about his composure. 


In the meantime the goat snorted then gave another deafening bleak before she started to nudge Jasonn with 


her head and to squeeze herself between the both lovers. 


"Ja .. Jasonn, | guess .. | guess the crazy goat of yours might be a little possessive", Jamyz croaked, trying to 
shove Moira off his lap. 


That wasn't the best idea because he got a loud bleak right into his face. 


"Huuuhhh! Go away! GO AWAY, YOU AWFUL DRAGON! .. JASONN! Do something! Call her back .. The beast 
wants to kill me! JASONN!" 


Jasonn was laughing helplessly in the meantime and gasped for air. 
"Jamyz .. hahaha .. Jamyz .. uuuhhh, this is so funny .." he managed to get out. 


The goat was on Jamyz' lap now and tried to make herself comfy. 


"AAAWWWW!" Jamyz cried out. "The beast is stomping her fucking hooves all over my balls .. AAAWWWW .. 
and my cock! IT HURTS! .. JASONN! DO SOMETHING!" 


Jasonn still giggled but then cleared his throat. 

"MOIRA!" 

The goat turned around to look at her beloved master in the blink of an eye, and lovingly bleak at him. 
Jasonn raised his right forefinger. 


"Moira", he said in a strict tone. "I'm really disappointed about your behavior. Those aren't the manners of a 


good girl. So, | don't want to see that again .. Do you understand me?" 
The goat gave a very low bleak. It sounded guilty. 
"Very good", Jasonn said with a pleased smile. 


He briefly petted the goat's head. 


"Now, Moira, my dear, would you have the kindness to leave Jamyz' lap? I'm very interested in those parts of 


his body you are stomping around, and | don't want them get damaged to malfunction .. Yes, sweetheart, off 


with you. Well done!" 


He petted Moira's head once more after she had followed his orders. Jamyz was stunned and stared at him 


open-mouthed. 
Jasonn smiled at him. 


‘Its really easy to handle Moira, baby", he told him with a grin. "Just call her by her name - MOIRA - and be 
strict. That's all". 
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Jamyz and Jasonn still sat there on the ground, surrounded by freshly mowed grass, petting and stroking 
Moira to soothe her down while they were busy to kiss the other one's lips and face, when they heard light 
steps coming near. 

They quickly lifted their heads and glanced at the man who was approaching them. Jasonn had his hand around 
the handle of his sword in the blink of an eye, ready to draw it, without even thinking about what he was 
doing. 

"Don't kill me", Kiruk said, giving him a small smile. 

Jasonn grinned and got his hand off his sword. 

"As you wish, my prince", he answered and bowed his head at Kiruk. 


Kiruk raised his right brow and arrogantly eyed him then threw back his long dark hair. 


"This time you'll get away without punishment but that's just because l'm too busy to stop and to beat up 


your ass". 
After having given this statement he grinned, too. 
I'm so relieved, my prince", Jasonn said in a sweetish Tone. 


Then he gave a squeak because Moira nudged him with her head and after that she lovingly but roughly licked 


his face several times. 
"Hush, Moira! Go away! NO. No, no, no ... GO AWAY!" 


He tried to shove off the goat but she stuck to him. 


Jamyz chuckled in amusement. 

"Jason, BE STRICT! Remember: BE STRICT! 

"Shut up!" 

"Oh, I just try to help, really .. Dear Moira really has a huge crush on you", Jamyz mentioned, very amused. 
"That could get a problem because she might insist to sleep with us, and I don't like to have a goat snuggling 


up to my lover all night long. She seems to be so jealous. Besides, she smells a little .. well, strange". 


Jasonn gave a groan and made the goat stop licking his face. His face was all wet from goats' spit now and he 


had to dry it up with his forearms. 


"You can believe me that l'm also not too interested to get snuggled up by dear Moira all night long. I'd rather 
get snuggled up by you .." 


"Oooohhhh, yeeess! Sounds good", Jamyz moaned. "Tell me more about snuggling up and licking my face and my 
cock and ..." 

Kiruk cleared his throat, and Jasonn and Jamyz immediately glanced at him, feeling a little guilty because they 
had forgotten about him standing beside them all the time. 

They had spoken in Celtic, again forgetting that Kiruk was speaking that language, too. 

Flawlessly. 

So, he addressed them in Celtic: "As much as | enjoy your dirty talking, you both Celtic lovebirds, | have to 
remind you that you can't sit around on your pretty asses all day long, or maybe to get the idea to fuck in 
front of that poor goat. THERE IS WORK TO DO! Get up and do that fucking work, fuckers!" 

Jamyz and Jasonn were on their feet in no time and bowed at Kiruk. 

"Yes, master. As you wish, master. We are sorry, master", Jasonn said and tried to stop grinning. 


Jamyz elbowed him to keep him from giggling. 


Kiruk shook his head and grinned, too. He looked them up and down. He noticed their still slightly swollen and red 
eyelids, remnants of the tears they had wept just a short time ago. 


His facial expression stayed as stoically as usual after he had stopped grinning, and he said nothing. 


Jamyz looked at the large basket Kiruk carried in his right arm. The basket was filled up with olives and 


apricots. 
"You've done a lot of work, too, | see", he said. 


"Yes. There are a lot of trees all around, and we have to bring in the fruits as fast as possible because they 


are ripe .." 

‘Ive seen that", Jasonn meant. "We can't eat all those ripe fruits, Kiruk, because we would have to eat all day 
and all night and it wouldn't do us any good .. | like olives, really, but if | have to eat masses of them | might 
start to hate them". 


"Actually, I'm still not sure if those ugly little things aren't poisonous", Jamyz mentioned, crinkling his nose. 


"They taste like shit". 


"Oh, you are used to eat shit?" Kiruk innocently asked. "I KNEW it! I've heard about the perverted things those 
Cheruskians like to practice to satisfy their barbarian lust .." 


"Asshole!" 


"Oh, PLEASE, don't you hurt my feelings, you barbarian’, Kiruk dramatically sighed. "I might faint. You cant do 
that to me. Anyway, those olives have to be eaten, tasting like shit, or not". 


"IIl throw up all over you if | have to eat them all at once", Jasonn threatened. 

"Yes, yes, yes! You Picts are exactly the same unwashed barbarians as those Cheruskians. What have | done to 
deserve to be punished like this? AWWWW! ... Well, | don't think about us eating all of the olives after we'll get 
them off the trees", Kiruk over-patiently answered "I want to dry a good part of the fruits - mostly the 
apricots - and to get fresh oil out of the olives .. They are perfect to do so. Best quality". 

Jamyz and Jasonn stared at him. 

"You can make oil out of those shit tasting green things?" Jamyz finally asked. 

"Of course". 

"Ah". 

Again, there was silence for a while. 


‘Seems that you have a lot of talents we hadn't known of before", Jasonn then mentioned. 


"That might be", Kiruk agreed. 


Jasonn still glanced at him. He realized that there must have been A LOT more about Kiruk he didn't know. The 


prince was a mystery on two legs. 
He gave Kiruk a light smile. 


"Just tell us what to do to lend you a hand, Kiruk", he said. 


A little later Kiruk entered Larsius' small room, carrying a mug of goats' milk, freshly milked out of Moira's 


udder by him. 
Moira had tolerated the maneuver without problems. 
She hadn't shown any sign of discomfort by being touched by Kiruk, and Jamyz got a little jealous. 


Larsius just had got awake from sleeping and blinked at Kiruk, his eyelids heavily dropping shut again every now 
and then 


He was very pale and sweat covered up his face. Kiruk softly stroked his cheek and his forehead and felt the 
heat of the skin. 


Larsius was feverish, and his breathing was labored. 


Kiruk had feared about that and he felt his throat tighten up. But he managed to smile at Larsius and softly 


kissed him onto his forehead. 
"How do you feel, baby?" 
Larsius gave a hoarse cough then whispered: "I don't ... | don't know. It hurts ... Kiruk, ooohhh ..." 


His voice faded off. 


Kiruk carefully pulled back the thin blanket what covered Larsius' legs and lower abdomen. 
He softly ran his hand over Larsius' belly and felt the hardness of the abdomen. Larsius groaned in pain 


Kiruk's mouth went dry. 
A peritonitis! 


The worst case. 


Jasonn and Jamyz had brought in the already dried up hay into the stable when Kiruk slowly descended the 
wooden stairs, staring blankly without seeing anything. 


Jasonn caught him by his upper arm as Kiruk walked by without even noticing them. 

"Kiruk! Wait! He isn't better, right?" 

Kiruk turned his head to look at Jasonn then into Jamyz' worried blue eyes. 

He shook his head. 

"He's worse", he whispered. "He's got peritonitis. His abdomen is hard, and his organs must be inflamed. Also, | 
think he is still losing blood because he got much more pale ... A blood vessel inside his abdomen must go on to 
bleed". 


"Oh, no. No! He .. he'll die?" Jamyz asked in a low tone. 


Kiruk gave a nod. 


“But, Kiruk ..." 


Kiruk lowered his head. His long hair covered up his face. 


"I have tried to find the source of the bleeding with my finger inside his rectum’, he said, his voice completely 


without emotion. "| couldn't find it. Maybe, because my hands are too small, so | can't reach inside deep enough 


"Then let ME try again", Jamyz said and held out his right hand. 

Because he was he was much taller than Kiruk his hands were much larger and his fingers longer, too. 
'Larsius, I'll try to be as careful as possible", Jamyz softly told the Roman who laid on his right side. “But | 
have to get my finger inside to locate that cut what's still bleeding. Kiruk's finger isn’t long enough ... Do you 
think you can stand that?" 


Larsius who had pulled up his knees to his chest to lower the pain in his abdomen gave a weak nod. 


‘It can't be worse .. be worse than the whipping you had to bear ... because of my foolish .." he started to 


whisper. 
Jamyz cut him off: "Don't! Just don't!" 


Larsius closed his eyes. 


A tear ran down his cheek, and Jamyz wiped it off with his thumb. 

He gave Larsius some minutes to calm down. In the meantime he washed his hands while Kiruk prepared 
Larsius. Jasom silently held out a clean linen towel to Jamyz and Jamyz dried up his hands. After that Jasonn 
got some drops of honey onto Jamyz' right forefinger. 

He didn't want to use oil to slick up his finger because that would do the wounds no good, especially when it 
would got inside the abdomen 

Jason stroked Larsius' hair while Jamyz knelt down beside the bed. With his left hand he spread Larsius' ass 
cheeks and then carefully and slowly pushed his finger inside the injured anus. Larsius jerked and groaned in 
pain and breathed hard. 

"Relax!" Jamyz ordered in a firm but soft tone. "Very good ... Can | go on?" 

Larsius nodded. Tears ran down his face. 


Beside Jamyz Kiruk swallowed hard. He held an oil lamp to get a clear look at the examination 


Jamyz had his finger all the way in now. He moved it very slowly and carefully. On the outer parts of the 
muscles of the anus he had felt the stitches Kiruk had done where he had been able to reach the cuts. 


But they didn't know the exact length of the dagger Caesar had used to stab Larsius to break him up, and 
Larsius wasn't able to remember, too. He just had seen the flash of bright silvery metal and tried to throw 


Caesar off his back before he got stabbed and had lost consciousness. 


Jamyz turned his wrist and ran the tip of his finger all along the wounded and swollen rectum. He reached in 


as deep as possible. Larsius had started to tremble violently. 

"Stop it!" Kiruk hissed. "H's enough. He can't stand it any longer". 

Exactly that moment Jamyz' fingertip touched a hard mass very deep inside. 

Larsius cried out in agony then lost consciousness. 

Jamyz quickly pulled out his finger. Dark clots of blood stuck to it. He silently held out his finger at Kiruk. 
‘It's very deep inside", he calmly said. "Seems to be a formerly long cut or ripping wound, now perforated into 
the abdomen’. 


None of them said a word. For a long time. 


Kiruk and Jasonn stared at Jamyz' finger, shocked. 


Fortunately, Larsius still was unconscious. 


‘I'm sorry, Kiruk", Jamyz whispered. 
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„Hand over that scissors, Jasonn .. No, that's the wrong. | want the one with the crooked blades". 
Kiruk had held out his hand. 
worry”, 


Jasonn took the right scissors and laid it into Kiruk's opened up hand. Kiruk's hand and lower arm were covered 


up with blood. 
Six torches and a row of oil lamps did their best to give as much light as possible. 


Outside the stables the thunderstorm roared, and lightning flashes seemed to rip open the black sky over and 
over again. 


Rain was coming down heavily. 


Moira and the other goats had a safe place inside two of the stables horse boxes. Also, the both drafting 
horses had been brought inside by Jamyz. 


It hadn't been an option to let them outside during that horrible thunderstorm. They were in fear, and the men 
heard their nervous stumbles and the stomping of their hooves. 

Larsius laid on his back on a table Jason had found in the ruins of another house nearby. He quickly had 
carried the heavy and long wooden table over to the stables then cleaned him up, assisted by Jamyz. 

In the meantime Kiruk had prepared Larsius. 

He made him drink some water with honey - to cover up the bitter taste of the opium essence he had mixed 


up with the water. 


A large amount of opium essence. 


He knew very well that this could get Larsius stop breathing but there wasn't another way to sedate him. 
Larsius has gone delirious in the interim because of his constantly rising fever. His body cramped and shook all 
over and he whimpered like a wounded animal. The wet towels around his head and legs lost their cooling effect 
pretty fast, and Kiruk had to freshen them up in the large wooden bowel of ice cold water he had gotten from 
the small river nearby. 

Also, he had brought much more water to get it boiled inside two large cauldrons of ... after he had cleaned up 
a fireplace in one of the other rooms. They had discovered well dried up pieces of wood inside a smaller depot 
house made from heavy stones. 

Jamyz added some of their fresh hay then he got a small flicker of flames by producing sparkles by hitting 
two flint stones against another. The weakly flames licked at the hay, and all of a sudden they burst into large 
and fully grown flames. They took over the pieces and branches of wood, and Jamyz who knelt beside the 
fireplace hastily had to back of a litte. 

The water inside the cauldrons had to get boiled for estimated half an hour. 

Jamyz didn't exactly know why, so he asked. 

"You never know what's in the water what you want to use during an operation. The results and the chances 
of the patients to survive an operation are always better if the water has been boiled up long enough before 
you use it to clean up a wound, that's for sure .." 

"An operation?" 

Jamyz stared at Kiruk in shock, his blue eyes wide open 

"Are you mad?" 

Kiruk just wordlessly looked at him, not moving a muscle in his beautiful face. 

They both stood inside the room with the fireplace and the cauldrons with the noisily boiling water. Inside 
another cauldron - very smaller than the others - Kiruk had put his chirurgical instruments. The instruments 
were in best shape, all blades sharp like razors, the different sized hooks of silvery shining metal flawlessly 
polished up. 


‘lm not mad, Jamyz", Kiruk answered after a long while. "lm very serious". 


He deeply breathed in and out several times then rubbed his tired face before he glanced back at Jamyz. 


| have to do it. If | won't do it, Larsius WILL die. There is no question about that". 


"You're right", Jamyz murmured and hung his head. His golden shimmering lion's mane fell down his chest to 


his waist. "He WILL die. There's nothing you could do against this, Kiruk". 
The look of Kiruk's dark eyes got hard and coldly all of a sudden 


"Larsius won't have to die if the operation will be successful", he said in a flat tone. "And the operation WILL 
be successful. There's no question about that. | don't accept his death if there is just a small chance that | 


can do something to make him stay alive". 


Jamyz wasn't able to suppress a brief shudder. 


Jason had carried the limp body of Larsius to the larger room what Kiruk had chosen because it was the 


best room to do the operation with enough space all around the table and the men. 


Jamyz quickly had cleaned up the wooden floor with an old and pretty shabby broom. Afterwards he wetted 
him - not too much, of course - to make sure that the leftover dust didn't get off the floor. 


Larsius was unconscious. His breathe came very fast but very flatly. A small stripe of white and bloodshot 


cornea was to be seen because his eyelids weren't closed up completely. 


They had fixated his lower arms, wrists, lower legs and ankles to the legs of the table. Jasonn had done that 
by using belts from leather. Long leather horses’ reins got wrapped in several rounds around Larsius' upper 


torso right inside his armpits then they ran over to the edges of the table. 


Jasonn had knotted them together at the underside of the table. 
Larsius' thighs were bound, too, the leather straps also tight knotted together. 
There wouldn't had been a chance for Larsius to get rid of those bounds if he would got awake because of the 


pain. 


Jamyz carefully had laid a wet and wrung out thin piece of linen over Larsius' eyes, the upper part of his nose 


and cheeks and his forehead to get him as much comfort as possible. 
Larsius' lips were deadly pale now, slowly getting blue. His finger- and toenails had the same color. 
There really wasn't any more time to lose. 


Kiruk's hand hadn't trembled just the slightest bit as he did the first cut into Larsius skin with a razor sharp 
scalpel. 
His facial expression showed no emotion. He had done his thick curly hair to a braid to hold it back and to make 


sure that no hair could have fallen inside the opened up abdomen. 


He accurately had cut his fingernails and washed his hands and lower arms in the boiled but in the meantime 
cooled down water. 

Jasonn had done the same because he had to assist Kiruk. Jamyz had cleaned up his arms and hands, too, but 
he was supposed to do everything to keep Larsius on the table. 

Every one of them knew that Larsius wouldn't stay motionless and unconscious by getting cut open his belly. 


None of them would have stayed quiet. 


So, to Jamyz it got clear that he had Larsius to knock out cold the very same moment the man would got to 


his senses and would went mad because of the unbearable pain he had to suffer. 


Kiruk had deepened his long vertical cut what ran from the upper part of Larsius' abdomen down to the left 
side of his lower abdomen. Before he had started he had wrapped up Larsius' penis and balls into a wetted linen 
towel and securely had got the limp penis between Larsius's legs to make sure it couldn't get hurt. 

Now, he had cut through the very thin layer of fat beneath the skin, holding the scalpel in his right hand, the 
scissors in his left. 

Jasonn came up with the hooks without having been ordered to do so and spread open the wound. 


Kiruk gave him a brief look and a short nod but didn't say anything. 


Jasonn already had laid out prepared pieces of catgut on a folded piece of Larsius' former senator's toga. They 


had washed her and cut her up to pieces because they were running out of linen towels. 


The piece of clothing laid over Larsius' thighs, and on it the instruments and everything else what Kiruk and 


Jasonn needed. 
Jamyz looked at Jason, his blue eyes wide and his lips slightly opened up. His heartbeat went fast, and he 
wanted to cry in pleasure because Jasonn looked so beautiful and calm. He wanted to drag him away from that 


table to hold him in his arms and to kiss him. 


Oh, how he craved to hold and kiss Jasonn! 


"Jamyz! Concentrate!" Kiruk said in a very low and calm tone. 
He hadn't even looked at Jamyz. 
"I'm sorry", Jamyz whispered, ashamed. 


He gazed down at Larsius' face and bent to have a better look at the color of those lips. 


"His lips are blue, Kiruk", he said then sighed 
"Help him out with your breathe", Kiruk ordered. 


He didn't stop slicing open the muscles of Larsius' abdomen after he had stopped the heavy bleeding of some 
arteries by knotting them up with catgut. 


"Do you know how to do this?" 
"Yes". 


Jamyz didn't say more but bent quickly once again. He pulled the wet towel all over Larsius' nose and opened 


the Roman's mouth with two fingers. 


Slightly bending Larsius' head to the nape of his neck he inhaled deeply several times then pressed his lips onto 


Larsius' and forcefully exhaled into his mouth. 

After some seconds he found a steady rhythm. 

Inhale. 

Exhale into Larsius' mouth. 

Filling the ex-senator's lungs with his breath. 

"Good, Jamyz, good", Jasonn quietly said. "His fingernails aren't as blue as just some minutes ago". 

Jamyz paused to have a look at Larsius' lips. They had lost their blue color, too, but they still were white. 


He bent lower and went on to exhale into Larsius' mouth. 


He had done that quite often for a lot of his warrior if one of them had been wounded badly and hadn't been 
able to breathe enough on his own. He had done it to deadly wounded warriors, too, just to make it easier for 


them to die without desperately trying to gasp for air in their panic and agony. 


With his flat hand laid onto the chests of the deadly wounded warriors he was able to feel how their 


weakening heart's rate slowed down, getting more and more irregular until their hearts came to a stop. 


He always used to touch the lips of the dead warriors with his to feel and to hear them exhale for the very 


last time. 


His men always had adored him for having done so, and they had known he would have done the same for 


every single warrior he had to command. 


Kiruk cut open the deeply red and inflamed peritoneum of Larsius' abdomen after he had cleaned it up with a 


lot of water and small linen pieces. 
He had given a sigh as he had sawn the mess. 


Larsius hadn't moved until that part of the operation but as Jasonn set the large hooks to spread the wound 
Larsius was done with laying there patiently. 


Jamyz jerked and ripped back his head as a shrill and hoarse cry of Larsius hit the inside of his mouth with 
full force. 


"AAAAWWWWW! .. AAAAWWWW .. AAAAWWWW!" 


Larsius cried in fear and agony and shook his head to get off the wet towel of his face. At the same time he 
desperately tried to free his hands and legs. 


His body trembled violently then got stiff. 
"AAAAWWWW .. UUUUHHHHH .. Uuuuhhhnnnooooo ... OOOOHHHH ... nononononooooaaaahhhh ..!" 


"Larsius, please, you have to stop .. PLEASE! We need to finish that operation. Please!" Kiruk tried to calm him 
down. "LARSIUS! Let me finish this! There's blood inside your belly .. | have to stop the bleeding...” 


"Noooo! STOP IT!" Larsius cried out hoarsely. "Wanna die .." 
His voice broke and he breathed in frenzy. 


Kiruk briefly glanced at Jamyz 


There was no need of words. 
Jamyz backhanded Larsius hard across his face. 
Larsius' lower lip got split open. 


But he had lost consciousness again in the blink of an eye. 
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"Kiruk, this is awful", Jasonn whispered, his head bent low to have a look inside the open belly of poor Larsius. 


"No way that he'll survive that". 
"Shut up and away with your head. You're blocking the light". 


Jasonn quickly lifted his head. He turned it to the right side and breathed in very deeply to get off the 


horrible rotten smell of Larsius' inflamed and partially necrotic tissues inside his mistreated abdomen. 
His gaze met Jamyz'. Jamyz looked as shocked as he. 


"| should have killed Caesar", Jamyz growled in a low tone. "| should have suffocated him with my cock stuffed 


into his throat. Slowly. Cruelly’. 

Kiruk put away the scalpel he had used to cut off the perforated part of Larsius' rectum. It had been very 
difficult to do because he constantly had to clean with water and to wipe away the continuously out of the 
inflamed guts and open vessels dripping and seeping blood. 

"You really should have done that", he said, his voice very calm and firm. 

Jamyz and Jasonn stared at him in disbelief. 

"Kiruk?" Jasonn asked. 

| hate the fucker", Kiruk hissed. "| hate him so much. He has hurt and injured Larsius every time he had been 
with him. Every fucking time. And it got worse over the years .. And he hurt me, too. He hates me because | 
reminded him of his lover, king Nikomedes, whom he had left to push his career. And he hated me because | 


knew that he's an epileptic. | helped him so much but that didn't count in any way". 


He paused, and cautiously pulled out his lower arms and hands of Larsius' abdomen. The cut off pieces of guts 


with masses of already dead black tissue all around it laid on his right hand now. 


The rotten smell fully hit Jamyz and Jasonn, and they had to gasp for air. Jamyz had to suppress his intense 


impulse to throw up by swallowing hard over and over again 
Kiruk threw the large and disgusting pieces of dead tissue into the second bowl from copper on the floor. It 
was right beside his feet. Another bowl already was filled up. The floor all around Kiruk and Jasonn was 


covered up in bloody and stinking pieces of linen 


Everything was wet and bloody because of the water Kiruk and Jasonn had used to get rinsed the inside of 


Larsius' abdomen over and over again. 
In the meantime Jamyz had massaged some powder of opium into Larsius' gingiva and the inside of his cheeks. 
He didn't want to give him the tincture because Larsius still was unconscious and he didn't want him to 


breathe in the tincture into his lungs. 


The cut on Larsius' lower lips had stopped bleeding. But Jamyz felt guilty about it. He hadn't wanted to hurt 


Larsius more than necessary but he had to knock him out. 


While being unconscious Larsius still whimpered. Jamyz stroked his sweaty hair. 


Kiruk worked very fast and it came clear that he had done operations like this before. 
He did very small stitches to put the opened up ends of the rectum together then he cleaned up once more 


and started to close layer after layer of the abdomen. 


Jamyz and Jasonn stared at his fingers to get it what exactly he was doing but he was too fast for their 


eyes and brains. 

Finally, he closed the long cut of the skin with a row of stitches, using a slightly crooked needle to get the 
pieces of catgut through. He did tight knots and Jasonn cut off the ends of the catgut whenever Kiruk 
declared them as being too long. 

After having finished his work he stood beside the table, motionless, breathing hard. 

Jasonn shot him a sharp glance. 

"Kiruk, out with you", he ordered. "Jamyz and I'll do the cleaning .. Out" 


Kiruk didn't protest. 


He turned around and left the room, dragging his feet over the wet floor. 


As Jasonn dunked a piece of linen into water they heard a falling body hit the floor with a hard thumb. 


"Jamyz, pick him up", Jasonn just said, his tone tired and exhausted. 


Jamyz cared about Kiruk who had fallen to the floor and laid there, unconscious. He lifted him onto his arms, 
not caring about all the blood what covered Kiruk from head to toes. 

He carefully carried him to the small chamber - it was not more than a closet with a bed - and laid him 
down, at first on the floor because he wanted to clean him up. 


When he re-entered the shabby chamber with two large bowls of fresh water and a sheet hanging over his 
arm Kiruk already was waking up. 

He moaned and weakly opened up his dark eyes to a small slit. Then he turned his head and scanned around, 
disorientated at first. His eyelids dropped shut again and again because they felt too heavy to keep them open. 
He gave a whimper then he moaned again. 

Jamyz who had knelt down beside him softly stroked his cheek with the back of his bent fingers. 

"What .. what ... what happened?" Kiruk asked, his voice barely audible. 

"You fainted", Jamyz answered. "You fell down to the floor after you've left the operating room .." 


"How's Larsius?" 


Kiruk tried to sit up but Jamyz got him by his shoulders and made him lay down again. Kiruk tried again, 


looking at Jamyz with his dark eyes now wide open in fear. 
"He's well", Jamyz told him. "Really. | don't lie to you". 


He stroked Kiruk's hair to soothe him down and to get him relaxed. Kiruk's eyes filled up with tears and he 
started to weep. 


"IFs alright .. Larsius will get better soon", Jamyz softly said. "You've done so well, Kiruk ... It's okay". 


Kiruk managed to give a weak nod while he still sobbed. His tears ran down his face, washing some of the blood 


what was smeared all over his cheeks and chin. 
Jamyz smiled at him to calm him down then he turned around and grabbed the sheet he had laid down beside 
the bowls of water. He started to rip it off into stripes. They urgently had to wash all those linen towels they 


had used so far because now they hadn't any more of them. 


Jasonn had told Jamyz that he had seen lots of clothing in the earthquake ruins of the huts and houses of the 


small village. He wanted to collect everything what would have been of use for them, and he already had 


brought all those bowls and mugs they had needed and what hadn't been destroyed during the earthquake. 
Kiruk's sobs got quiet more and more and finally he relaxed. Jamyz was relieved. 


| want to wash you, Kiruk", he said while he wetted some of the ripped off stripes of the sheet. "There's 
blood all over you. After you got cleaned up you'll get into bed. You have to sleep". 


"but. 


"Don't try to argue with me. We'll get your bed close to Larsius', so you can be with him". 


In the meantime Jasonn had a lot to do to care about Larsius. 


At first he loosened up all those leather bonds around Larsius' arms, legs, ankles and chest and rubbed the 
poor guy's mistreated wrists and hands and his feet and arkles to get back the circulation of blood. Larsius 


gave a small groan. 


Carefully turning him from one side to the other Jasonn managed to clean up the table beneath Larsius then 


the back and the backside of his legs. 


It was hard work because most of the blood had got clotted in the interim and had soaked the wood of the 
table. 


Then he had to wash up the ex-senator, starting with his face. The lower lip with the cut - from Jamyz' hard 
slap across Larsius' face to get him unconscious once more - was swollen but that was a minor detail 


compared to all the other injuries. 


The long wound on Larsius' abdomen with the row of neatly done stitches looked well. 


Jason carefully touched Larsius' belly. The hardness was gone. The abdomen felt much softer. 
"Unbelievable", Jasonn murmured to himself. 


Larsius slowly moved his left hand, sliding his fingers along his side than to his belly. His eyelids fluttered. He 
touched Jasonn's hand and tried to open up his eyes but failed. So, he just moaned. But it didn't sound as 
desperate and full of pain as before. 

His fingers ran along the wound and touched the stitches. Now, he gave no sound but breathed a little faster. 


Jasonn had put a large cushion, filled up with fresh and good smelling hay beneath his head and another one 


was stuffed beneath Larsius' bent knees to relax his abdomen as good as possible. 


Kiruk was the best Medicus he ever had seen in his whole life but Jasonn nevertheless knew that the injuries 


inside Larsius' abdomen had been too severe to survive them - usually. 


Larsius surely must got poisoned by the toxins of the already rotten and perforated parts of his colon and 
the massive inflammation of his peritoneum and the other organs in the meantime. 


Kiruk had applied thin layers of a very finely pound white powder all over the organs and the peritoneum, also 
between the layers of the skin before closing up the wound. 


Jasonn and Jamyz had asked him what kind of substance he had used to get the powder but he didn't tell 


them. He just informed them that it was a secret of those Medici he had met in the Far East, and that he 
had to keep it a secret. 


After Jasonn had washed up Larsius he cleaned himself up as good as possible then he carefully carried 
Larsius to the small chamber with his bed. 


Kiruk already laid in the bed what Jamyz had pulled up to Larsius'. He was sleepy but his face lit up when he 


saw Jasonn entering the room, Larsius in his arms. 
'Larsius", he whispered. "Oh, baby! Larsius!” 


Jasonn smiled and laid Larsius down onto his bed. Kiruk nearly jumped up but Jamyz who sat on the edge of 
his bed stopped him by grabbing his arm. 


"You will stay where you are, Kiruk', he ordered in a firm tone. "But you can reach over to him. Look at him ... 


He's still too disorientated and sedated to be able to get what is going on’. 


Tears ran down Kiruk's cheeks but he nodded. He reached over at Larsius and stroked his lover's pale face, 


very lovingly and softly. Now, his finger trembled. 


Jasonn and Jamyz stayed with them. 


They both were exhausted, too, but that didn't matter. They were used to stay awake some nights in a row if 


necessary. 


But now one of them slept for one hour while the other one stayed awake. Then they changed. 
They had alternated to leave the stables to get to the small river to properly wash themselves up. The 
thunderstorm had subsided in the meantime but it still rained heavily. 


The animals in the horse boxes had gone quiet. 


Just Moira wanted to get out to be with Jasonn. He had to get into the box to stroke and to pet her for a 
while to soothe her down. He also milked her and brought up the goat's milk for him and Jamyz to drink while 


Kiruk and Larsius were asleep. 

"Good?" he asked, his voice just a whisper. His lips touched Jamyz' ear. 

"Very good", Jamyz whispered back. "Your goat is a really nice girl". 

He felt Jasonn's smile against his ear and turned his head, putting down the mug with the goat's milk. 


Their lips met, and they both gave a sigh of pleasure. Jasonn ran his fingers through Jamyz' golden and still 
wet mane and Jamyz laid his hand to the left side of Jasonn's head. 


They slightly opened up their lips but didn't deepen the kiss because they didn't want to get aroused. They just 


wanted to caress the other one's lips and to taste them. 
It felt so good. 

It felt so right 

They belonged to another. 


Jamyz never had felt such an intense love before, and Jasonn hadn't known that love at the first sight wasn't 
an irrational dream of people - especially women which didn't know better. To the contrary it was something 


what had hit him forcefully, stunned him and got him helpless. 


So, he nearly had gone mad when Larsius had ordered him to whip Jamyz to punish him for trying to run 
away because he didn't want to be a slave in Larsius' large and noble household, and because he had tried to 
get Larsius out of his way and had jumped at him. 

Jamyz never had thought of killing Larsius but the senator had preferred to believe that the barbarian slave's 


intention had been to murder him. 
Because of a brief and hot burning moment of jealousy and rage as he had noticed the stunned look Jasonn and 
Jamyz had shared after Jasonn had brought down the Cheruskian with just one whiplash and had bent down to 


turn him onto his back to loosen up the whip's lash, and to ask him for his name. 


And then Jamyz had told Jasonn his name. 


He hadn't told Larsius. 

That had been the fault. 

Nothing else. 

So he had to be whipped by the man who had fallen in love with him at first sight: 


Jasomn tightly held Jamyz in his arms while his lover slept. They both sat on the floor in the chamber where 
Larsius and Kiruk laid in their beds, too. 


He woke up Jamyz an estimated hour later and immediately fell asleep in his arms while Jamyz took over 
watching. The blond Cheruskian softly stroked the chestnut colored hair what had been fallen all over his chest 


and shoulder while he held Jasonn. He followed the figures and lines of Jasonn's clan's tattoo with his eyes. 


Jasonn had started to teach him some words and sentences of his Pict languages, and he had showed him how 
to do those symbols and signs of the Picts’ Speaking Stones. Jamyz was very eager to learn as much as 
possible, and as fast as possible. 


Jasonn wanted to learn everything about the Cheruskian people and Jamyz' had taught him a lot. There were a 
lot of local dialects but the main language based on Celtic. Kiruk was highly talented in learning foreign 
languages. 

He also spoke Etruskian along with lots of Etruskian dialects what was very good for them now because they 
had left the Latin speaking part of the Roman Empire. The Etruskian people hated the Romans and refused to 


speak Latin, especially if Romans tried to communicate with them. 

So, Caesar and his underlings preferred to think that those people were mentally retarded and too stupid to be 
taught anything of worth. 

Just the fruits, the fishes, the animals and the beautiful glassware of those retarded stupid guys got 


accepted. 


It had stopped raining and sunset was coming up. 


The Eastern sky went from deep red to bright orange. The stars were gone now, and the birds had started to 


sing. Moira made some noise to let everybody know that she wanted to be cared for, especially by Jason 
Kiruk gave a sleepy moan and opened his eyes. His dark eyes caught the look of Jason's blue eyes. 


Jasonn smiled at him. 


"Mmmmhhhh?" Kiruk moaned and stretched his body. 
Then he nearly jumped because Larsius got awake, too, groaning quietly 

In the blink of an eye Kiruk had left his bed and sat down on the edge of Larsius' bed 
'Larsius, baby", he whispered He bent down and kissed Larsius' cheek and forehead. 


Larsius sleepily turned his head a little more to get access to Kiruk's lips. He winced because the split lower lip 


hurt. But then he was too much distracted by Kiruk's kisses. 


With his lips still softly touching Larsius' Kiruk anxiously asked: "How do you feel, baby? ... The pain ... Tell me, 


please .." 
He held his breath. 
Larsius lifted his hand and touched Kiruk's cheek. 


"| do feel much better", he whispered to him. "So much better!" 


The Present Of Caesar - Chapter 35 
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The Present Of Caesar 
Chapter 35 


God of Death 

You've lost the game 
The Prince of Light 
He came to fight 
You've lost the game 


The game of life 


God of Death 

You better run 

The Prince of Light 

He fought and won 

You lost - now better run 

The Prince's light burns you to ash 


Because you came as God of Death 


Oh, God of Death 

Your time ran out 

Don't even dare to wait 
You've lost your prey 

No way to hide 

Because the Prince of Light 
Will cripple you to frozen ice 


Life won - your time passed by 


„This is fucking women's work", Jamyz growled while he was busy to try to wash up some of the bloody linen 


towels and clothes he and Jasonn had got over to the river nearby. 


"Tell you what - the little fucker will order us to do the shit once again if he suspects that we might be too 
stupid and clumsy to wash up those towels .. AND | have to add that HE got them all bloody and stinking. We 
have done NOTHING! NOTHING! He forced us, I'd say ... | guess, | might throw up every second now. | can't stand 


the sight of blood". 


"As long as you are able to go on with your non-stop lament you CAN'T throw up, baby", Jasonn mercilessly 
said. "Also, | would be very pleased if you won't try to talk on without a pause and to puke all over me at the 


same time. Do you know how many times you have to wash your hair after it's got puked on?" 


"Well, | am sorry to hear that you are used to get being puked on, sweetheart. What a sad, sad story!" Jamyz 
bit his lower lip to stop his grinning. "Please, let me know the name of the fucker who'd done that. Then | 
wanna have a very friendly conversation with him about his puking-manners, and after that I'll knock him out 


cold and rip out his tongue". 

Jasonn gave a desperate groan. 

"Jamyz, you are a barbarian!" 

"That's pretty right", Jamyz answered in an amused Tone, giving Jasonn an intense look out of his blue eyes 
and batted his eyelashes at him. "But | don't like my baby to get puked all over his wonderful hair - the 
exactly same hair | love so much, by the way .. That asshole has to die!" 

Jasonn stared at Jamyz without blinking. He nearly fainted because they looked at each other with such an 
intensity that Jasonn felt goose bumps all over his arms and upper back but at the same time a deep warmth 
inside of his whole body. 

"Ooohhh, can you say that again, please", he whispered. 

He dreamily looked into Jamyz' hypnotizing blue eyes, and Jamyz stared back 

He swallowed then hoarsely said: "Well, yes ... I'll kill the fucker". 


Jasonn smiled. "The other part .. You said .." 


"Oooohhh, yeees!" Jamyz happily sighed "I love your hair soooo much! And your tattoo! And the rest of a 


certain Pict, too". 


He bent over to Jasonn who sat beside him on the small bank of the river where they are supposed to clean 


up as much linen towels and bandages as possible. 


His and Jasonn's lips met. Both men sighed and moaned in pleasure. Jamyz opened his lips and Jasonn followed 
suit. 

They started with caressingly soft touches of their lips and the tips of their tongues. But finally the kisses 

intensified and got them breathe faster and a little erratic, now hungrily feeding their tongues to the other 

one to get his. 


Finally, Jamyz' broke the heated kiss. He and Jason were on their knees, now. They had thrown away the 
sheets and towels they had worked at to wrap their arms around the lovers’ body. 


Still on their knees, Jasonn slowly moved his hips to rub his fully erect penis against the length of Jamyz'. The 
heat of their hard cocks, the friction, and the thrusts of Jamyz' pelvis against his caused a long drawn and 


helpless moan then Jasonn started to pant and whimper. 


At first he pressed his forehead against Jamyz', his arms around Jamyz' neck, but when Jamyz slipped his 


fingers under the woolen Clans’ skirt what Jasonn still was wearing, Jasonn couldn't take it any longer. 
His head fell back to the nape of his neck and his wild reddish mane covered his naked back. 


Jamyz who had his left hand on Jasonn's lower back, held him tightly with that hand while he managed to bury 
the fingers inside Jasonn's long hair. 

His other hand had reached their both cocks and he freed his own from the linen pants he wore to get his 
fingers around both hard-ons to stimulate them. 


In the meantime he knew perfectly well the subtle signs of Jason's upcoming orgasms - as Jasonn vice versa 


exactly knew about the helpless moans and cries, signaling him that Jamyz had crossed the point of no return. 
Jason panted in frenzy now but Jamyz breathed in a hurry, too, giving small sounds of intense pleasure. 


He took one arm off Jamyz' shoulder and in the next moment his fingers were around Jamyz'on their cocks. He 
yet hadn't managed to get the pressure of his grip a litle harder as he got hit by an intense orgasm without 


warning what made him cry out and then gasp for air. 
"Oh .. oh .. oooooohhh ..", Jamyz moaned, too. "Good .. oooohhh ... Jasonn, ooohhh ..." 


They weren't able to keep themselves upright on their knees so the laid down onto the grass and the wild 


flowers along the bank of the river, unable to move for a while. 


Their come covered their fingers and was wet against their skin. It was a little weird after a while, so they 
remembered about the usually flawless manners of a certain Cheruskian warlord - and famous musician -, and 


his lover, a certain Laird of a noble Clan. 


Jamyz pulled out his sticky hand from under Jason's skirt and quickly grabbed one of the already cleaned up 
towels. Jasonn had to giggle because now it payed off that they had done the laundry before doing .. other 
things. 

He wiped off the semen of his fingers, the rest of his hand and then his abdomen, still grinning to himself. 


"| KNEW IT! | ABSOLUTELY KNEW IT! .. Its always the same. ALWAYS! What have | told you about the priorities 
we have? The things | have told you to do? .. And have you done those things I've BEGGED you to do? ... Of 
course, NOT! You've done NOTHING! This is disgusting." 

Jasonn and Jamyz jumped to their feet in frenzy. 

Kiruk! 


Jasonn gave a desperate groan and Jamyz just hung his head, guiltily staring at his feet. 


"We have work to do. WORK!" Kiruk stared dark daggers at them. "I need those linen towels. AND it would be 


nice to have some more of that hay because | think that another thunderstorm might come up this evening, 


So .. 


"Yeah, | guess you're right, Kiruk", Jasonn hastily said after having shot a glance at the growing dark clouds 
coming from the horizon to the West. "Might be worse than the last". 


Kiruk frowned. 
"| can't remember the last one being bad. | just rained a little, as far as | noticed". 
Jasonn smiled. 


"The thunderstorm has been pretty dangerous, Kiruk. Lots of trees have been hit by lightning flashes during 
the night and got destroyed" 


Kiruk wide-eyed looked around then realized the trees and bushes which had been ripped off the ground, some 
of them black because of those lightning flashes. 


He turned back at Jasonn and Jamyz and sighed. 
"I really haven't got that", he said. "Unbelievable!" 
Jamyz cleared his throat then shook his head. 


"Kiruk, all your senses were highly concentrated .. On that unbelievable operation you've performed on poor 


Larsius to save his life .. Do you realize THAT?" 
"L. | think so .. yes .." 


A pause. 


Then Kiruk whispered: "But | don't remember details. So, | just can speculate if I'd done everything what had 


been possible .." 

"Well, | haven't seen a fault what would be worth to be called a fault Kiruk", Jasonn replied, his tone firm. 
"Besides, | also haven't noticed any unworthy faults. You know | have done those things myself for a long time 
- but there is no question that you are the master while I'm just a beginner". 


Now, Kiruk had to smile. 


"A very good beginner", he said. "You have cared perfectly about Larsius while | haven't been able to do so 


after my breakdown ..." 
"How's Larsius now?" Jamyz asked. 


"Better", Kiruk said, his dark eyes now shimmering, his smile happy. "I still can't believe it myself. But he says 
that most of his pain is gone .. Oh, | better look after him. | shouldn't hang around without doing any work". 


He turned around to go over to the stables but shot the both Celtic lovebirds a glance over his shoulder. 


"WORK! Did you hear me? NO MORE FUCKING! WORKING!" 


Kiruk had told them that they had to clean up the blood in the former "operation room", too. 
Jamyz didn't like the idea. 


"l'm not supposed to do things like that. I'm supposed to go hunting to bring in some meat, or to fight against 
some enemies .. I'm a warrior. Well, I'm a singer, too, but NO SINGER ever would clean up bloody floors. AND | 
never have done those damned household things before, so | don't wish to begin with it now ... That's work for 
girls and women to do! I'm used to have enough personnel to get my clothing cared for and my armors and 
weapons, too. It's not good for my voice to do anything like that, y'know. If | get too hoarse | can't sing, and 
who should sing then? And, besides, | simply don't KNOW how to get cleaned up those fucking bloody and 
stinking and DISGUSTING pieces of shit ... l'm SO disgusted to have to do the work of..." 


"Jamyz, darling?" 


Jasonn's tone sounded very sweetish. 


"Yes, Jasonn, my darling?" 


Jamyz turned his head and looked over at Jasonn. After they had cleaned up the operation room they again 
knelt on the stony bank of the small river, soaping up one towel after another. There still were many of them 


To do. 
Jasonn lovingly smiled at Jamyz, all patience. 
"Shut up, sweetheart. You do great". 


"Aaawww, COME ON! ... You are just saying that to get me all dizzy and to get the idea that | got morphed into 
an old gossip without teeth inside her endlessly babbling mouth. This is disgusting, too! Do you think lm stupid? 
HAH! | don't buy your story, fucker! HAH! .. Aaaaaahhhhh! .. AAAHHH .. FUUUUCKK!" 


Fountains of ice cold water noisily splashed into the air as Jamyz made abrupt contact with the surface of the 
river all of a sudden. The next moment he got under water and struggled against the power of the river's fast 
flow. The hard flood ripped him off his legs several times and repeatedly dragged him back underneath the 
water's surface until he finally got the hang of it and stayed on his feet. 


A loud and triumphant bleak was to be heard. 


"MOIRA!" he yelled in fury then had to cough and spat out a lot of water. "You fucking dragon! THAT'S ITI... I'l 


kil you ... That's enough now! You are dead meat, | swear". 


Wet from head to toes he managed to crawl out of the river, shook his body and wrenched some water out 


of his long hair then he jumped at the goat to catch her. 
But Moira was too fast and hopped away in an insane speed. 


Jamyz ran after her but the clever goat easily outmaneuvered him. She seemed to be very proud with 
herself. She had thrown that golden haired guy - who constantly was annoying her beloved Jasonn - into the 


river. 


Jamyz had been too much distracted by his tirade against the shameful degrading to a teeth- and brainless 
old gossip that he hadn't noticed Moira sneaking up behind him .. And that the beast then had ran up, head 
low, and forcefully finally crushing up with her pretty hard goats' head into Jamyz' back. The impact had 
ripped him off his knees and threw him into the water. 


While Jamyz still was chasing the goat, getting breathless more and more, Jasonn laid on his back in the 


meantime, laughing helplessly. 


Tears streamed down his cheeks, and he wasn't able to stop giggling and laughing. 


"JASONN!" Jamyz shouted at him. "THIS ISN'T FUNNY! The beast tried to drown me ... DO SOMETHING!" 
"Aaawww, Jamyz", Jasonn giggled. "Moira just likes to play, thats all. She didn't want to hurt you". 
"SHE JUST WANTS TO PLAY? ARE YOU MAD? | nearly drowned!" 


"Oh, don't you overreact, please, baby. Moira LOVES you", Jasonn said, trying hard to keep himself from 
grinning. "Might be that she's still a little rude .." 


"A little rude?" 


Jamyz gave a load groan and stroked back his still dripping wet long hair, staring daggers at Jasonn then at 
Moira. In the meantime she had herself snuggled up to Jasonn, lovingly nudging him with her head. 


Jamyz hadn't known before that goats could produce a somewhat purring sound. Anyway, Moira had mastered 
that technique to perfection and purred into Jasonn’s ear. 


He shoved her aside a little but she was back in no time, lovingly purring at him even louder. 


"The fucking goat must be completely out of her mind, too", Jamyz growled. "What a nice maneuver to let me 


know about her sympathy". 


"Now, you have to know that Moira is a little shy", Jasonn told him, trying hard to look very seriously. "You 
are such a good looking guy, Jamyz. That's not so easy for a young goat to find the right words to tell a good 
looking guy like you that she might have a crush on you!" 


The Present Of Caesar - Chapter 36 
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The Present Of Caesar 


Chapter 3b 


"You think this will be better to stay at?" 


Jamyz skeptically stared at the house, made from very old and uneven but solid looking rocks and stones, what 


Jasonn had wanted him to show. 
The house wasn't large but Jasonn had told Jamyz that there were two separate bedrooms, every one of 
them with a small fireplace, and a living room with a large fireplace for everybody and for cooking, also - a 


luxury - a small bathroom. Also there was a small room with very thick walls to be used as a storage room. 


Nearby stood another building, formerly used as a stable for the goats, the chickens and the cows of the 
owners of the property before they had left the valley. 


The best of all - there was a water-pipe, running down from the waterfall nearby to the house and the stable 
building. 


"| think it's perfect", Jasonn answered. "It's very solid, it's better than these rooms we are living in at the 
moment, and we can overlook the whole valley .. Not to forget the waterfall into the lake nearby. | like the 
sound of it .. Of course, the water-pipe has to be cleaned up but as you can see it is still working’. 
‘Larsius might not like it", Jamyz said with a grin 

"Larsius has no say in the matter", Jasonn calmly replied. 

"Right. | like that. What about Kiruk?" 

"No problem", Jasonn said. "He doesn't like that stable we have to stay at the moment , anyway". 
"Considering that he's a prince who is used to get every luxury he wants, he seems to be very flexible", 


Jamyz mentioned, frowning. "Every day he comes up with something | won't have thought that he could 


master such a thing’. 


Jasonn smiled while playing with Jamyz' long golden mane, running his fingers through it. 

"Mmmmhhhh ... Kiruk is a mystery. I'm pretty sure he's able to sleep on a frozen ground without some blanket 
somewhere in the mountains, or to cross a lonely desert, not knowing if his water will get him all through 
without letting him die from thirst .. Ooohhhh, your hair feels so good". 

Jamyz turned his head to offer his lips to Jasonn. And Jasons lips were on his in a split second. 


They both moaned and turned to tightly wrap their arms around the other one's body. 


They didn't plan to do something sexual but it had been way too long since they had kissed the last time - 


more than half an hour, or so. 
That was exactly the time they had needed to make their way from the waterfall's side of the lake up to that 
hill to reach the house. The small path upwards wasn't to be seen on the first sight because lots of wild plant 


had overgrown it. Jamyz nearly fell onto his face several times because he hadn't noticed the flights of 


uneven steps every now and then 


At first Jasonn nearly broke down with laughter until he fell down himself. After that he kept shut his mouth 
and looked at his feet and the ground below them while Jamyz just gave a giggle. 


"Larsius is too weak to leave the valley before the end of winter", Jasonn said still holding Jamyz in his arms. 
"We have to stay until he's able to hold himself upright long enough". 


Jamyz had both hands in Jasonn's beautiful hair, tussling then running his fingers through it. He would have 


done that for hours if there would have been enough time to do so. 
"We could leave without Larsius", Jamyz whispered. "Just you and me" 

Jasonn looked into the clear blue eyes of his lover, and Jamyz held that look 

"And leave Kiruk and Larsius alone? .. Do you really want that?" Jasonn finally asked 
"Do YOU want it?" Jamyz asked back 

They looked at each other, and then shook their heads "no" at the very same moment 
A sigh of relief escaped both of them. 


"Fine", Jasonn said. "So, we'll stay. | think Larsius needs the winter to recover. Kiruk has done wonders to him 
but Larsius has lost such an amount of blood ... | have to admit that I'm still waiting for him to bleed again ..." 


"You've seen how Kiruk has done that surgery", Jamyz threw in. "No way that there will be another bleeding’. 
"You'll never know. Anyway, it's better to wait until the beginning of spring to get out of here” 


Jamyz slowly nodded. His look wandered all over the beautiful valley. The destroyed village laid far away, also 
the entrance of tunnel. Jasonn und he had blocked the tunnel with rocks against intruders as good as possible. 


From their place at the house on the hill there was to be seen the whole lake with the waterfall, the full 
length of the valley with large amounts of olive trees and now wild growing trees with fruits. Nobody had 
touched the fields since years, and nobody had cared about the woods where lots of trees had been fallen 


down and had been grown over during the years. 


The curtain of the waterfall covered the entrance to a cave, as Jasonn had told Jamyz. He didn't exactly know 


about the size of that cave because during his visits he never had the time to fully explore it: 

He just knew that it must have been very large with lots of tunnels, and also that it had been used by people 
many, many years ago because he had seen remnants of old fireplaces, some rotten bones - and lots of 
paintings on some walls. 

They showed - in beautifully drawn details - hunters with spears and their prey - something looking like bulls 
but larger and with long strands of fur. Also there were a row of contours of larger or smaller hands, clearly 


done by brushing ashes from burnt wood mixed up with ochre over the hands what had been pressed against 


the wall and then taken away. 


"Have you seen anything like this before?" Jamyz asked. 
He held a torch in his right hand, Jasonn another. The flickering flames gave enough light to see the paintings. 


Because he used to be notoriously curious Jamyz had wanted to have a look inside the cave, and now they 


stood in front of one of those walls with the paintings. 

"Nothing like this". 

Jasonn touched the wall with the tip of his forefinger. Then he looked at his finger. 
"That's ochre", he said. "Ochre and coal from burnt wood". 


‘Maybe just some children from that valley have done that’, Jamyz meant, shrugging. "Why should anyone else 


draw some weird pictures onto the walls of a cave where nobody could see them?" 


Jasonn smiled. 


"Oh, | think EVERYBODY saw them. Those people lived inside the cave - a long, long time ago. They did some 
ornamented ceramics, too. | found lots of broken pieces of pottery ... The Etruskians don't know anything about 
the meaning of the ornaments ... They just say that's not their style and it looks way too primitive. They 


aren't too much interested. So, they don't know". 
"But you do", Jamyz said with a smile and slipped his free arm around Jasonn's waist. 


After their kiss - softly and caressingly - Jasonn answered in a low tone: "Of course, | do. I'm a Pict. We do a 
lot of paintings and we love colors. But we use to hold back our knowledge about our symbols, so other folks 

from everywhere won't get the meaning of our signs and the stories we've engraved in those large rocks of 

these centuries old circles of standing stones all over our country ... Well, but most of the ornaments on the 
pottery I've seen inside THAT cave are just lines or stripes, easily done. But there are also very few pieces 


with the symbols of the eye, or the sun...” 

"Oh, yes, we have those, too", Jamyz said. "They seem to be everywhere’. 

"The sun brings life, and the eye is the watcher", Jasonn answered. "One thing to love, the other one to fear. 
Kiruk told me he has seen lots of symbols like these all over Asia and Africa, also many remnants of the cult 
of the Great Goddess, the divine female entity who brings and keeps the life". 


Jamyz grinned. 


"Not so wrong", he said. "Would make a lot of things pretty easier. | always can't remember the names of all 


the gods we use to have". 


At the same time Kiruk finished his work as Larsius' Medicus. He was so happy that Larsius still was alive - 


and better. 
Three weeks after the operation Larsius was now able to get out of the bed and do some steps, held by 
Jamyz and Jasonn, before he had to lay down again. He was very thin and still very pale but his lips had got a 


little color in the interim. 


Two times a day Kiruk did an irrigation of his rectum with lukewarm clear water what had been boiled before. 


He wanted to clean it up as good as possible. 
In the beginning the water came back pretty bloody but now the blood was gone. 


At first Kiruk had assistance by Jamyz or Jasonn to care about Larsius, because to Larsius the procedure 


was very painful and exhaustingly, and without someone stroking and soothing him down and wiping off the 


sweat and tears on his face it wouldn't have been possible. 

But now he tolerated it much better, just grimacing and giving a groan now and then. 

Kiruk absolutely knew what he was doing. He insisted of using perfectly cleaned and boiled up linen towels and 
bandages, so Jamyz and Jasonn had to do a lot of dirty laundry every day - beside all the other hard work 
they had to do. 


Jamyz used to moan about "the women's work" and about constantly getting degraded but did it effortlessly. 


Kiruk put away his equipment and washed his hands before returning to Larsius. He used to sit on a cushion on 


the floor with his arm on the bed, his face near Larsius'. 


"| love you so much", Larsius whispered. "I really don't know why | deserve you and everything you do for me 


"Maybe because | love you, too", Kiruk softly answered while stroking Larsius' cheek 
Larsius looked at him, his green eyes now clear and beautiful again. 

"You've lost everything now", he whispered. 

"ve lost nothing", Kiruk gave back 

"Marius". 

Kiruk breathed in deeply and closed his eyes for a moment then looked at Larsius again. 


"Yes, Marius. But Marius is YOUR son, Larsius. Your heir. Caesar will do him no harm. We have done everything 
what's possible to make sure that he will be safe". 


"| don't know. Caesar is such a cruel fucker .." 
"| know that. But don't underestimate Lidia. You always underestimated her, I'm sorry to say that. She has to 
protect her children .. and the noble name of your family, of course. Not to forget the money and the large 
property. And she will do that without mercy’. 


"Without mercy? Excuse me? Lidia?" 


Kiruk just smiled 


"If someone gets in her way .. Well, he usually doesn't do that very long". 

"WHAT?" 

Larsius stared at Kiruk with his green eyes wide open 

"Don't tell me, she .. she .. she kills her .. enemies!" 

‘Oh, mostly those people have done the killing themselves after being ruined’, Kiruk answered, smiling cruelly. 
"But don't you worry. Nobody ever got the connection between those suicides and your wife because 
everybody knows that she is too naive and stupid to do anything else than buying some new jewelry or trying 
to get a new lover who is fifteen years younger than her". 

"| don't believe that ... Lidia IS stupid. Everybody knows that .." 

"Oh, come on! You should have talked to her more often’, Kiruk said with a grin. "Your dear wife has managed 
to get a lot of money, some houses and extremely good connection without your knowledge. AND she has lots 
of information about some really dirty secrets of high ranked and noble persons. Those persons know about 
that, and they also know the information would be set free if Lidia or her children will get harmed in any way". 
"Clever woman", Larsius murmured. 

"Exactly. And, by the way, one of those people is dear Brutus whom Caesar has been stupid enough to accept 
as his adopted son .. Just because he has been too clumsy to properly fuck his wives to get a son who isn't a 


bastard, and now has gone a little desperate’. 


Larsius had to giggle and held his belly because it still hurts if he tried to laugh. 


All of a sudden he stopped giggling and his eyes went blank. Kiruk didn't say anything. He just waited. 


‘Its not easy to get a wife pregnant if a certain person is always busy to fuck his senators or some good 


looking slaves", Larsius murmured after a while. 
"Senators?" Kiruk asked. "You hadn't been the only one?" 
Larsius slowly shook his head. 


"No. | know about two others .. Tullius Lucius who got the senator's position because he sleeps with Caesar .." 


"Tullius Lucius? But he isn't Caesar's type. He looks like a horse - and smells like a horse, by the way", Kiruk 
protested. 


First of all, Caesar has no type", Larsius replied. "And second, Caesar likes horses. Just have a look at his 
favorite horse. The beast is as ugly as those obelisks he has forced on me. Maybe, he fucks his horse, too". 


"You have a really perverted fantasy", Kiruk sighed. "Stop thinking about horses. Who is the other one?" 
"Marcus Antonius". 


Now, Kiruk threw back his head in the nape of his neck and laughed until tears ran from the corners of his 
eyes and he had to wipe them off. Still giggling he looked back at Larsius. 


"You're shitting me!" 

"m shitting you not!" 

"But Marcus Antonius HATES Caesar and Caesar hates Marcus Antonius, because he knows that the guy uses 
to fuck Cleopatra whenever the whore is available and whenever he thinks that Caesar isn't looking. AND 
Marcus Antonius constantly is busy to heat up Caesar's enemies while he manages to look like Caesar's most 


devoted underling’. 


"That's an exact description of Marcus Antonius", Larsius dryly said. "Besides that, they like to fuck another 


like wild animals whenever none of them is busy to fuck Cleopatra’. 

Kiruk stared at him for a while, not saying anything. He believed Larsius because he knew Caesar all too well 
Then he cleared his throat. 

"Does Caesar rape his both other lovers, too? | mean .." 


"No", Larsius whispered. "He just did it with me. And | don't know why". 


